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INTRODUCTION. 

As the first leaflet quivers to the Springs 
Unknowing if its fate be calm or storm^ 

Whether cold winds shall blight its openings 
Or it shall grow to emerald wealthy and form 

A wreath for fragrant May, with thousand others, 

And cluster with the flowers — its Summer-brothers ; 

So this poor leaflet on the mighty tree 
Of poetry that stretches o'er the world. 

Steals forth and trembles lest its doom may be 
Withered by scorn to droop ere yet unfurled. 

And hope dare scarcely whisper that it may, 

Uncensured, and unnoticed, take its way. 

And yet, not all unnoticed, I would fain. 

Dear firiends, so loved in happy hours gone by. 

Many, whose hands I'll never clasp again. 
Nor even hear their voices ere I die. 

Should read in distant homes these lines of mine. 

And gently deal with them for " Auld lang syne/' 

And if one heart beats warmly as the eye 

Glances along the pages — if a smile 
Blends with a tear, both given to times gone bye, 

And kindly memory rest on me the while. 
My little leaf is not put forth in vain. 
In such heart simshine, and such gentle rain. 




MOONLIGHT. 

Far away upon the ocean^ 

Lies a golden path that seems 
With an ever-rippling motion 

Leading to the land of dreams^ 
Shimmering with a light Elysian^ 

On the dark hlue sea it lies^ 
Glittering^ sparkling^ till the vision 

Blends it in the summer skies. 
Rippling far from the rocky strand. 
Trembling away to the dreaming land. 

Hushing, whispering, gilded bubbles 

Break in music on the shore. 
Speaking peace to cares and troubles. 

Bidding sorrow chafe no more. 
Bushing back the wavelets cluster 

Where the golden pathway lies, 
On whose brightly burnished lustre 

Angel armies seem to muster. 
Passing on to Paradise. 
Rippling far from the rocky strand. 
Bearing me into the dreaming land. 

Grey the evening closes round me, 
nWb black wings begin to gW, 

Drearily their shades surround me, 
As the entrance of a tomb ; 

But I turn me from their sadness. 
To the tranquil sea that lies 



With the path of golden gladness^ 
Blending in the suxnm^ akies. 
Bippling far from the rocky strand. 
Bearing me into the dreaming land. 



"DEAD." 

Speak not as though she lived; ah ! long ago 
I saw her sleeping in her shroud, and laid 

The white death-roses on her quiet breast. 
Then knelt down by her coffin lid and prayed. 

So still — so tranquil — oh ! so full of heaven, 
I could not wish her back ; her lovely arm. 

Waxen and still, her solemn eyelids closed. 
Fringed by the gloomy lashes, long and calm. 

It is so long ago, that when the moon 

Gilds with a ghostly wealth the wood and hill, 

I seem to see the radiance fall upon 

The lonely grave where she sleeps, hushed and still. 

It is so long ago, that when at night 
I start at hearing mad winds shriek and rave, 

I see the angry spirit of the storm 
Bage through the long grown-grass upon that grave. 

It is 90 long ago, Tve learned to look 
Upon the silver clouds unmurmuring. 

At first, how I would weep to dream I traced 
Among them shadows of her angel wing. 



Alas I she was so gentle^ good^ and kind^ 
No angry word or look can I recall ; 

There have been many dear ones bom to earthy 
But she to me was dearer far than all. 

After she left me — I cannot remember 

The chances of the time — ^there came a thing 

That seemed like a strong door to shut me out 
From living senses that fled^ shuddering. 

It may be as you say — that I was mad — 

The wrecked ship of my mind all tempest tossed. 

It matters not — ^it is all over now; 
Or dead^ or false^ she is for ever lost. 

Pve often said^ that tho^ my heart might breaks 
Pd rather — ^tenfold rather — that she died 

In her pure truthfulness^ than that my faith 
Should perish with the knowledge she had lied. 

Oh I speak not of her as tho' living stilly 

The colour warm on treacherous lip and cheek; 

The past a wicked lie — ^false that dear hearty 
Her gentle love a fickle woman's freak 

Oh I speak not of her thus as living still ; 

Surely God summoned^ and to Him she fled : 
In mercy leave me with my dearest trusty 

That^ true in faith and honour^ she is dead. 



THE ROSE BY THE SEA. 

Oh ! sea-side rose I 

On the green beauty of the breezy hill. 
Thy brother grows — 

Above him rings the skylark's distant trill ; 
The golden blossoms cluster thickly round. 
And the rich orchis purples o'er the ground. 

Oh ! sea-side rose ! 

Out of the sanshine to the dim dark caves. 
Where water flows 

Sobbingly, sadly murmuring, as the waves 
Echo amid their shadows, come with me, 
I have no care for other company. 

Hark I far away 

Bings joyous laughter all along the strand. 
Startling the day. 

Chasing the echoes, that weird viewless, band 
The ghosts of sound, they fall upon my ear. 
And jar the heart-strings with wild sounds and drear. 

Thou pearly rose ! 

Thou knowest the glory of bright summer days. 
The calm repose 

That comes with falling dews and silver rays : 
Enowest the bird's melody, the whispering breeze. 
The holy beauty of the moonlit seas. 




Aheayy cliange; 

For thee are caverns dark as care and woe^ 
Where never range 

The wandering sunbeams^ and whose shadows kiLow 
Nor flushing dawn, nor starry legions bright, 
That^ glittering^ throng to gem the stately night. 

Ah ! murmur not^ 

Tho^ I have taken thee thus selfishly 
From that bright spot^ 

Where thou hadst else gro?ai^ blossomed^ faded^free; 
More comfort hast thou brought to me this hour^ 
Than I had dreamed could come again^ fair flower. 

As long ago 

Thy parent branches blossomed^ so for me 
Joy yet may grow 

Upon the boughs of far futurity ; 
Fair blooms that drooped in angry wind and rain^ 
With coming stinshine may revive again. 

Then^ fairy rose^ 

Together let us leave the solemn caves ; 
The sunset glows^ 

And crimson flushes fall upon the waves ; 
Heavily darkness soon will pall the main^ 
But night will pass^ and day dawn bright again. 

And sorrows blight^ 
And dreary yearning of the lonely heart — 



^ 
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The spirit^s nighty 

They, too, will pass — the bitter hours depart, 
And Faith and Hope ^umphantly upraise 
Their prophet hands, and point to better days. 



NOVEMBER. 

Thou art perishing fast, November, 

Thy pulses are nearly still. 
For the shadow of grey December 

Palls at the foot of the hill,— 
The hill where thy sisters and brothers 

Toiled on till the simimit was gained, 
Where thou, even like to the others, 

Shalt die when the height is attained ; 
For Time stands there, he will hurl thee down. 
In the sea of eternity to drown. 

Down, down, to die in the sea. 
The deep, dark waves of eternity. 

The eldest-bom was hailed with the ringing 

Of the joyous new-year bells. 
And the myriad echoes caught gladness, singing 

The tidings to hills and dells; 
Hearts were merry, and hearts were breaking. 

Laughter, woe, glory, dishonour, were life, 
As the eldest-bom his way was taking. 

Mantled with snow up the hill of life ; 



But Time was there, and he hurled him down. 

In the sea of eternity to drown. 

Down, down, to die in the sea, 
The deep, dark waves of eternity. 

Pale, pale, and chill with the flaky snow 

Was the next bom^s birth-day told : 
A few faint snow-drops were on his brow. 

Entwined with the crocuses gold; 
But icicles glimmered amid the flowers, 

And he shook with the stormy strife. 
And wearily, drearily, past the hours. 

As he toiled up the hill of life ; 
But soonest of all Time hurled him down. 
In the sea of eternity to drown. 

Down, down, to die in the sea. 

That roars through the caves of eternity. 

Angry skies and riotous waves. 

That break in a raging thunder. 
Where the storm-bird shrieks and the wild wind raves, 

And the ship planks rend asunder; 
These were the terrible birth-day gifts 

Of the next bom. Loud and shrill 
The mad blast whirled up the sleety drifts. 

And howled on the crown of the hill ; 
But Time was strongest, he hurled him down. 
In the shoreless ocean to struggle and drown. 

Down, down, to die in the sea. 
The boiling waves of eternity. 



A sister came weeping with gentle fret ; 

She was fair as the angels are, 
And crowned with the pure white violet, 

And the celandine's golden star ; 
Oh ! the touch of Time fell tenderly. 

And peace laid calm and still 
On the blue bell and wild anemone 

That 'broidered the path on the hill ; 
But she di*ooped, she trembled, she floated down. 
In the sea of eternity to drown, 

Down, down, to be lost in the sea. 
The dim, far depths of eternity. 

Another, laughing, triumphant, and gay — 

Another, as bright as the noon ; 
The first with wreaths of the odorous May, 

The last with the roses of June. 
Flowers and perfume, the wood-birds' trill, 
. And the glitter of sunbeams were rife. 
As heedless of winter, of autumn, of chill, 

They passed up the hill of life ; 
But the same dread Master cast each one down, 
In the same dread ocean to struggle and drown. 

May blossoms, June roses, both in the sea. 
The sacred sea of eternity. 

On stepped July in her regal pride — 

The golden summer queen. 
And the flowers with richer hues were dyed. 

Where her fairy feet had been. 



And by her was August, her temples crowned 

With the green and purple vine ; 
Lusciously clustered the fruitage around — 

Gold, crimson, and amethystine. 
In their wealth and their beauty Time hurled them 

down, 
In the sea of eternity to drown. 

Down, down, to die in the sea. 
The trackless sea of eternity. 

The com was rippling in waves of gold. 

The poppies were all ablaze. 
And the dahlias^ velvet balls unrolled 

Their hearts to September days ; 
And following after her, sun embrowned. 

Came the rich October hours, 
Tho' only with fading leaflets crowned. 

And a few frail lingering flowers. 
Sighing they fell as Time hurled them down. 
In the vast wide ocean to sink and drown. 

Down, down, to die in the sea. 
That circles the world with eternity. 

Thou art perishing fast, November, 

Thy pulses are nearly still. 
And the shadow of grey December 

Falls at the foot of the hill. 
Christmas, and Christmas fires. 

Glad voices, light hearts, and mirth. 




Come as thy life expires^ 

And crowd round the dear home-hearth. 
Spring, summer, and autumn ended— and see, 
Time stands on the height, and is waiting for thee : 
Steadily waiting, to hurl thee down. 
In the waves of "For ever,'' to sink and drown. 



THE REPENTANCE OF PETER. 

Quick flew the last hours of that fearful night. 
The streaks of morning gleamed along the sky. 

The courts of heaven grew silent at the sight 
Of the Man- God's approaching agony; 

The pale stars trembled, and the morning grey 

Rose faint and pallid as night passed away. 

Oh — it was near ! The time — ^the hour was nigh, 
When the thorn-wreath should blaze a crown of 
light- 
When the blood-sprinkled cross of agony 

Should shatter death and hell's tremendous might. 
When by His torment. His blood-sweating woe. 
The King of Heaven laid Satan's terrors low. 

****** 

And there was one who stole away to weep 

The bitter tears of his apostacy. 
Within whose heart was echoing loud and deep 

The prophecy of Jesus — " Verily 
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I say unto thee — ^Ere the cock crow twice, 
Thou — Simon Peter — shall deny me thrice.^ 

And he hath said, with self-reliant pride, 

" My Lord — ^my Master — I may with ^Thee die, 

" Mbj share lifers latest anguish by Thy side, 
"But tho' I perish, I will not deny/^ 

Alas ! when His worst, deadliest woes began. 

That same voice said " I do not know the man/^ 

Shrill as the clarion ringing out for war, 

The crowing cock announced the rising day ; 

The voice of Peter^s conscience, louder far 
Rose in his heart, no more to pass away- 

No more to slumber — still to ceaseless cry — 

" At thy last hour He, too, may thee deny.^' 

Alas ! for those who every hour reject 

The Lord of Life, yet shed no sorrowing tear ; 

On age^s shore see youtVs fair vessel wrecked — 
Greet flower-crowned summer, bury the dead year. 

Thoughtless that He, so long by them forgot. 

Will that Day speak their doom — " I know thee not/^ 

Never one tear until the end of all 

Lifers joys and woes, and all aghast they stand 
In the dark valley where death's shadows fall 

A dim grey veil before the unseen land. 
Then conscience, trumpet voiced,8tarts firom her sleep, 
They wake — ^they listen — and they weep, they weep ! 




" IN MEMORIAM/^ 

Another old friend has flown. 

Another familiar face ; 
Another has laid his burden down, 

And finished the weary race. 

Peace, with her gentle hand. 

Has quieted one more breast ; 
There's another soul in the spirit land — 

There's another pilgrim at rest. 

Day will sink into night, and the morn 

Will flush up afar in the East ; 
He has passed away to the endless dawn, 

Where the power of night hath ceased. 

The summer rose will bloom. 

And its red leaves withered fall ; 
But a seed is sown in that quiet tomb 

With the fairest flower of all. 

There has risen another wave 

On the church-yard's silent deep, 
And the storm may rave o'er the tranquil grave, 

Nor trouble the dreamless sleep. 

Another old friend has gone. 

Another familiar face ; 
Another has trod death's threshold on — 

Has finished the weary race. 



B 




' I J . ' I ! ■ 



Patience ! Timd fleets Apace : I 

The Present; »,Qpn^^^^ thpiPftst;: 
Others are swifter i:ipQn,th|9,7:(^ee|i! 

But orjr, tim^ TfiU; ^om^ fait; Ib»u i ( i i . • y 

See that thfe 14ihp burns briglit, 
For the way. jbs, dark and uojkiipw^n; , ; ,'j 
. None may ^id us to gain fJbeiliglit^ . \ : 
ThjB pat^ .^nuslj ^ t^odde^7^7alon^^ : .1 

Patience ! we Stand and wait, ' ' 

Till in tren^bling we rejoice, . ,(; 

As we pass, the eternal gate . ; . . 
At the sqi^nd of jth^ Bridegroopi's voicCf 

REMEMBRANCE. 

, , » * . I » ■ . . I J • I • * 

To-day there came back to me suddenly 

A traveller out of thp Long Ago^ , 
And in well-known accents he said to me^ 

" See — I come back*— I have loved you so. J 
Summers and springiimes have fleeted- by^ ' 
// 'Theiwi^ter^'s storm and the autumn's ruth.; f 
It is many a year sinee we met^ bat I ' 

Have never been false to the love of my youth," 
Out of the mists of the Long Ago, 

From the grave of the days that were very dear, 
Thus spoke a voice that I used to know. 

Breathing the words that I used to hear. 
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Shadowy veiU seamed floatixig . a^ajj, 

From the face of mexpory pasfiiog fast. 
And over agam I lived the day^ 

And I saw the spot where we met the laat 
Deep blue waters^ white flashing waves ; 

The wet and glittering sands were there^ 
And billows roared in the distant caves. , 

Like signal guns through the sumiper a^. 
Biven in the banks was a wooded cleft. 

Darkly crowned with the fir and pine^ 
Where the hare-bells waved^ and the poppies left 

Red rain at the root of the eglantine. 

! I ' 

I » 

Perfumed woodl%e9 trailed tp thje grpw4> ., 

Weary with blossoms their branches, borft, ... 
Fantastic pl^ts grew lavishly round 

The path that led to the rocky shore^ 
To the pools where the sea anemone, 

Flower-like, expanded its varying sheen. 
Wreathed by the sea-weed, gracefully 

Tinted red, purple, and emerald green ; . 
Pale shells lay gleaming half-hiddeu; and netted 

By the veining sea- weeds that branched across 
I The fairy pools where the salt wave fretted 

Their sparkling way through the ocean moss. 

( In the distance a beacon glimmered bright, ; 

Andi the early mqon was rising, aiar^ 
The sea was thrilled with its shivering )ig^i, 

And the tremulous gleam of the eyemng star ^ 
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The waves were murjiauriiig, rocked by the night — 

Rocked by the night from shore to shore, 
And the gliding ships passed out of the sights 

Like souls to the land of the Never More. 
But the spell was shsTttered, he spoke again, 

And the vision of memory faded slow, 
As he said, in a voice that was bitter with pain, 

" Have I no reward for loving you so ?*' 

The dim grey curtains re-closed again. 

But before they met I beheld a tract 
Of grief, of sorrow, of care, of pain, 

Of evil thought and of cruel act ; 
Before they closed I beheld an array 

Of dead years shrouded by solemn time, — 
Years that will rise on the Judgment Day, 

To tell their tale of goodness and crime ; 
Not crime all wilfiil perchance, but, oh ! 

The evils of deed, of thought, of speech, 
Pointing thus back to the Long Ago — 

A terrible lesson doth memory teach. 

I have drawn my hand from out of his clasp, 

I have drawn from the Past my spirit away ; 
I live in the Present again, and grasp 

The priceless gift of another day. 
But, oh I for a heart to be dead to all 

Save the hope of the day when the light shall glow, 
When the ransomed shall hear the Conqueror call, 

'^ See — ^I come back — I have loved ye so !" 



LINGERING ROSES. 

Art thou lingering yet, red rose? 

Oh ! the autumn winds are cold ; 
And, see, now the drifting snows 

Are coming across the wold — 
Coming, pale ghosts, in white. 

With gleaming icicles crowned. 
And the stars of the wintry night 

Sparkling their path around. 
In fairy-like silvery forms 

Lies the foliage of frost on the pane. 
Till the early sunbeam bums. 

And they glimmer in gentle rain. 
Art thou lingering yet, oh ! rose ? 

Thou queen of the summer day. 
While the light of the pale earth grows 

So dim with the breath of decay ; 
While the branches shriek to the breeze. 

As their last dear leaves are torn 
Away from the agonised trees. 

To drift in the air forlorn. 
Still lingering, rich red rose ! 

Still wreathing thy scarlet bloom. 
Though dead summer's funeral goes 

Headed by May to the tomb. 
« « » » « 

Frail, gUmmering fair white rose. 
Pale wreath of the early dead. 
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Tarry yet witii us-^ibi^ duii'sfiU jiftows^ 
His last ]fay9 Jitwr^ f^o% fled* ,. . ; A 

Faint as, aivdying iii&iiifs bi;ec(tb> . 
Thy perfttm^ on ail" nph^ve^ ;. ^ 

Spare her^ oLj MT9itl,jmg^ of^e^^^ 
Crush not ^ tvemb^ng leave^^ . j 

Darkness liwe^s .ovei* the plain^ ' -^ 

Winds rise vfilth a howl and a bay; 
A whirl of branches> a rush of rain^ 

And the ToieB — ^ah i where are they ? 
Fink blooms are scatt«?ed on hilki 

White flakes are whirled down the rirer ; 
There are red fiiy-boatspn the swollen tHHi, 

Pale wings in the stonn-blast shiver^ 
The tifeeaiBtknd akne with decay, ' ^ 

And the')^ftin is fiOling fast ; 
The lingering roses ftre borne away 

By the angel of death at last. 
Be thou spirit of bliss or pain, 

Oh! Azrael, irho dhall say? 
I only know tUat fik>tn stbUlLrand rain 

My roses have parsed away. 
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DONATrS COMET. 

Dead summer's funeral pyrjs Ugbtjs up the wopdf, 
And bums on .eveiry lea^ s^ifeApis in*, red fine 



Upctt'titi RCailet beeches, ponrsfQ^dodfr ' <: ' ''' ^ ''f 
. Of.flBlBeaiiK»tg:tbe.oaltB. Innuu^ KVpbd'' - '''' 
And shaft of gleaming gold the aspem trees - ^ , . 
{ Qniter like jets ofilaiiie, their leaves fall down, .. 
'As fiery sparks, while the malicious hreeze 

Shakes the laqt flowers &om simuuer'B withered 

jThe criiiasoa banners of the sinking stm . 

Sirsam Uiroagh the sky. The autumn day is done. 

Oht fairy night; thbtrisethb^^vworid,- - 

So solemn, 80 niyeteti(Jurfy-brig)M;,' - " ' ' '■ ' 
jBeneatVtl^ tbaohtbe'fiaAedffowe^ JMICi pearled, ''^' 

And peace apd sleep ^ide <^n wijihlhe^f^h t ni^^-, 
Adewyfireshnesafalls ugqnthe tree- .,|, . ;^,-,,, i 

That drooped beneath th^ biti^[u;p^ vi^ pf Qoon,; , 
Earth's face looks white with intense prayer^ and we 

Ah I heaven— bow beautiful — the argent, mopij 
Over the solemn world begins to rise, ,,,,,, „ y, 

Holy aud pure — an angel in the skies. . ; 

Tbe woods are thiilEng to thy voice,' oh ! night,'' ' ' 
The leAlTh3;'tfie~dyiti^ leaved, are '^Mspe^ii^ ^' ''| 

Their farewells to eact <lrthery-foif;'fere'li^t' '^ ■"" " 
Tinges the,eas^, t^ey. n^y.be^ftterix^, :., ;.,:-, j 

Dead tathe-grpund, where, erst their ahac^i^^iMjiv 
,, A battle with iJifesup, and ib^g^/^,^e^,. , . ;, 

'Twas hard to name the victor, light or.eju^^^ 
So equally on thp green >urf;,thes;^?U, i, m' ■rmS 



And moon and stars their cea49eless watch are keepings 
While dewy flowers and dusky glades are sleeping. 

But there is more upon thy heavens^ fair nighty 

Than argent moon^ or stars with golden eyes : 
A fiery pen is writing there in light — 

A flaming arrow flashes on the skies. 
Thus writes that awful pen — " In many years, 

If earth still throbs with passionate joy and pain. 
If still the same old tale of smiles and tears^ 

Of light and darkness be told o^er again, 
Again I come — I come — oh ! living men, 
Where will your bodies and your souls be then ?" 

Oh I fiery dart, that once again may stream 

Upon the empire of the startled night ; 
Oh ! fiery pen, whose awful light may gleam, 

" But after many years," on mortal sight ! 
Ere that may be the pen that writeth never 

A sentence twice, will long have traced my doom. 
The arrow will be sped whose flight is ever 

Shot through the darkness closing round the tomb. 
Almighty God ! it rests with Thee — with me. 
To fix that doom for aU eteniity. 

It rests with me. It is no impious thought, 
Gk>d aideth those who seek themselves to aid : 

Life, mind, heart, brain — oh I were they given for 
nought. 
Save in a passive truthftdness to fade ? 



Ah no ! write, fiery pen, upon my heart. 
Live thou for life — ^love, trust, work, hope, and pray i 

Strike to its core this truth, oh flaming dart — 
" He who hath done no good hath lost a day." 

Write pen — strike dart — that I may lose my fears. 

Thinking of when thy radiance next appears. 



OLD LETTERS. 

Yes, there are ghosts, I can see them oft — 

Can call them whenever I will. 
When the noonday sun is flaming aloft, 

When the moon floats over the hill. 
Not where the murderer paced the cell. 

Or where church-yard grasses wave ; 
Not in the wood, where the slaughtered fell. 

Not by the suicide^s grave ; 
Yet I see them by day, I call them by night, 
And they come at my bidding — the black and the white. 

Ghosts of days that can never return 

To the loved, the lost, or to me ; 
They bid dead Christmas fires re-burn. 

They call back the leaf to the tree ; 
And oft from their grasp fall, withered and old. 

Spectres of summer flowers. 
Whose living robes were scarlet and gold. 

And the silver of moonlit hours. 
Oh ! the withered leaves that fall in hosts 
From the pallid hands of those silent ghosts,— 




Ghosts of ro^es, otioa bnnmig xedi s ^ 
;'<>r]^leQmifg.iu bridal ;if^hitei : ' 

Of vall^'lilie^i whose pure beU^sfaed . 

Feifume and muaic at night ; 
AAd a vitheced: crocua if^ here that erst 

By a soldieif s camp afar, r 

Where the cannon thundered^ the death-shell bursty 
. Gleamed like a fallen star ; 
But the star has paled^ and the rose has dead^ 
The liUes Bate pmshed/ their -perfttme fledr ^ ' ' 

Ghosts of dancesj of lighted halk, , • / / 

And of many a summer day,— ., , 
Ghosts of ruins, where ivy frJ^s , . / 

Like a veil o'er the, faQe9f;jJ^(}ftyi,-v-.' . -' j 

' Ghosts of} w^ai^d^ri^g ^teps by the ^yayes 
i On the golden sands at pvCj 
Of paths where the winding water laves, 

,fphe willows that droop and heave; 
Of faces that smiled in the days of yore, , . 
Whose smiles will greet me — ah ! never more. 

; Not sadly or cruelly speak they to me— 

Those spectres of black and white|'> 
That aHise «k the touiih of memory/ 

Like clouds from the^ worid of night ; - 
For their voiceless words speak solemnly, 

And I dream that I hear them say 
Of a love that cin* nerdr*^never die, • ' 

Of a tsnth that cAn nev^ deeay, 
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Ofa'da^-ipring«if'glo^'tIutitoo#^!i»Ci^I«'&i^{, 

Old letters — I never can be alone^ 

WHil'e'witft you and with memory, 
Who gives one hand to the days long flown, 

With the other she points to the sky ; 
'Duki!i6^^ aKd" light weave the rohes she wears, " 

Like yours they are black and white, 
The darker, the shadow of earthly cit^; ' '■' ' "'• 

And the hope of the firtilre, the light; '' ''^ 
And as perAmie>rontidvlti^dft«iwt!ni i^ ca^t,"'' 
So the liviByhottirBigaSfl istha ftottltlWIMrtti'''' "" 



■„., :.,.:,.■ i- i.vl- i.M--.l'i 

WINTEK, pWEI^e,,; ,,[, [ „ .■■ 
BadiBut .May, and Iwr aister, June, ,l<. ' 

And the golden snmmer'a primcj 
With the sultry hours of the languid nooi^'>' 
And the night flowers opening tQ the ntQon, , 

Lay dead in the arms of time. 

And the lamh -wealth of the lordy flowers ' ' 

That wreathed round the hrow of spring. 
Dead and forgotten were strewing the bowers, 
Slain hy the edge of the frozen honrs— 
The sword of the winter king. 

And nature's tears fell fsist in a tide 
Of leaves and drifting rain. 
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Till one bright morning those tears were dried^ 
And the earth rose up like a jewelled bride^ .j 

In her radiant beauty again. 

There were diamonds flashing upon her brow, 

And orient pearly showers : 
Her bridal robe was the fairy snow, 
On her arms gleamed the streamlet's fettered flow, 

Once starred with wave-lily flowers. 

Red blazed the sun through the frosty air — 

On the white robed earth it fell, 
On the winter jewels that glittered there — 
On diamonds, pearls, and on opals rare, 

With a beauty ineffable. 

Frosted silver glistened afar. 

And the hedges grew coraline ; 
And, as night swooped downward, each radiant star 
Showered bright gold from its glittering car. 

Out of skies that were amethystine. 

There were emeralds on the holly tree. 

With rubies burning beside ; 
And the clear pale moon rose silently — 
A silver barque she seemed to be, 

That sailed through a purple tide. 

And beautiful as a fairy dream, 

The earth shone radiantly. 
While varying still with the changing gleams 
Of the flaming sun and the white moon beams 

Sparkled winter's jewelry. 
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THE NIGHT. 
Oh I weary arms, 

Restlessly tossing, weary hands and cold, 
No chafing warms 

The icy fingers struggling to hold 
The rending garments of departing life. 
Patience — the race is run, and closed the strife. 

Poor head, have rest. 

And dim, sad eyes, look not so anxiously ; 
On a warm breast. 

And near a loving heart in quiet lie. 
Be still — the words will very soon be said. 
Soon wilt thou hear, " 'Tis I ; be not afraid.'' 

Soon hear " Well done. 

Thou good and faithful servant.'' Painting soul, 
Look up. The sun 

Will brighter shine when back the night clouds roll. 
Dark is the valley thou art wandering in — • 
Dark with the last deep punishment of sin. 

The very last ; 

Thou hast His staff — the love that knows no fear ; 
Soon will be past, 

The heavy gloom, the endless light is near. 
No hour is this for vain regret or grief; 
" Lord, I believe — help Thou mine imbelief." 

Through pallid lips. 

Ceaselessly murmuring all the weary night. 





Faintly there slips 

The Name Eternal^ and a holy light 
Falls on the face — the face with glory rife — 
" I am the Resurrection and the Life/' 

" How Long, oh Lord/' — 

The only sorrow that the faint breath bears, 
The silver cord 

Is loosening fast, as night to morning wears ; 
The wandering head is very quiet now. 
And the grey hair lies calm on the pale brow. 

Oh ! He is near ; 

With healing on His wings He comes to her ; 
God ! He is here, 

And in His arms He takes the sufferer. 

* « « « ' « 

Fold the wan hands upon the tranquil breast ; 
She toils no more — the weary is at rest. 



THE MORNING.. 

Hath a snow-air 

Passed through the room, and clothed it thus in 
white : 
What lieth there, 

So hushed, so still, so shrouded from the sight ? 
Cease, rushing tears, be still, oh sobbing breath. 
Let sorrow own the majesty of death. 
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With reverence 

Draw down the covering, gaze upon the face, 
With solemn sense 

That sacred is the moment and the place. 
One silent prayer, one gentle touch — and lo ! 
There sleeps the sufferer of an hour ago. 

Was ever peace 

On living face seen like the peace on this ? 
Oh true release 

From earthly cares, strifes, toils, and vanities. 
Soothing the anguish of the heavy-hearted, 
Telling the mourner, ^^ Blest is the departed.^^ 

Never again 

Shall woe or care fall on that placid brow. 
No moan of pain 

May ever pass those lips so tranquil now ; 
Her burden at His feet lies peacefully. 
And " Death is swallowed up in victory.' 



iy 



Grief stands apart. 

And scarce dare look upon the holy sight j 
The moumer^s heart 

Is filled with a strange wonder and delight, 
As prayer enclasps her hands within her own. 

And casts her down before the great white throne. 

« « * « « 

The glimmering mom 
Pierces the shadows of the solemn room, 



Where, newly-born 

To endless life, lays shrouded for the tomb, 
She who yet speaks with voiceless lips and dumb. 
The awful words — "Even so, Lord Jesus, come/' 



THE POET-BORN. 

Even with his birth 

Came to him poesy : she touched with light 

Dim things of earth ; 

She calmed his spirit's restless wanderings, 

And shook heaven's lustre from her radiant wings. 

Ah ! how would he 

Thrill to the beauty of the summer woods. 
The flashing sea. 

The lilied waters, and the multitudes 
Of flowers, and dream he traced amid their bloom 
Types of blest spirits rising from the tomb. 

In flushing rays. 

When morning rends her misty canopies, 
He marked the blaze 

Of splendour rushing on the eastern skies, 
As through the lingering shadows, grey and dun, 
On rolled the golden chariot of the sun. 

In starry night, 
When silence in the dusky forest grieves^ 



And day in flight 

Hath wept bright tears upon the drowsy leaves, 
And nothing breaks the stillness and repose, 
Save the wind whispering to the maiden rose. 

There would he be, 

Tho' amid shadows, flooded with the light 
Of poetry, 

Worshipping God in temples of the night ; 
By him the beautifiil, the true, the good. 
Were " never unperceived,^^ were " ever understood/' 

" Him the gods loved/^ 

For " he died early,'' in his summer prime. 
Ere yet he proved 

Autumn's approach, or age's winter time. 
Mom comes, noon glows, night's purple shadows fall. 
White-robed, star-crowned — he is above them all. 



VISIONS. 

Maiden, leaning from the window, as the moon is 

riding high,— 
Maiden, with the pensive shadow, falling over brow 

and eye. 
As the pale beams tinge the ivy that is whispering 

around, — 
Whispering like the prayer of nature, very solemn is 

the sound. 



Mixed with murmurs from the greening of the dewy 

woodland bowers, 
And with echoes from the garden laden with the 

breath of flowers. 
Maiden, leaning from the window, as the dews are 

falling still, 
And the holy calm of evening sifbals around the tran- 
quil hill. 
Folding in her arms the landscape that would else be 

gloomed by night. 
Broken only by the moonbeams and the starry my- 

riad^s light. 
Still, still leaning from the window, watching how 

the ghost-clouds fly. 
Swifter and yet swifter fleeting through the depths 

of summer sky; 
Now in angry darkness gathering, now in silver light 

arrayed. 
As the queen of night emerges from the sombre gloom 

of shade. 
Maiden, watching, ever watching, with thy gentle 

dreaming eyes, 
Mark, how lurid grow the shadows, and how dark 

the evening skies ; 
Thou who hopest in the morrow, mark those clouds 

that overhead 
Now are bathed in silver lustre, then will burn with 

angry red. 




Dark^ and darker, grows the evening ; watch those 

spirit-clouds and see 
What is written in their glooming, maiden, for thine 

own and thee. 
Look again, look more intently, to the force of magic 

yield. 
Flash thy soul from peaceful England into raging 

battle-field; — 
Look^-behold the moonlit heavens filled with fighting 

hosts — and see 
Flash of steel and clouds of terror, smoke and flame, 

and— victory ! 
See him there, thy gallant soldier, striving in that 

awfiil' strife; 
Man to man he stoutly battles, for his country, Queen, 

and life. 
Maiden gazing — ever gazing — as though watching 

death's decree ; 
Here thy body, there thy spirit — maiden, say — what 

dost thou see ? 
Or, if spared the battlers horror — spared the uproar 

of the strife. 
See him on a bed of fever, vainly struggle for his 

life; 
Hear him raving for his sisters — ^hear him calling for 

his friends. 
Distant far. He sees them near him, as the night in 

morning blends; 




Dear old faces crowd around him, well-known tones 

are in his ears, 
And the dying eyes are seeing many a scene of va- 
nished years. 
Far away from fiery India — ^far away from palm and 

plain, 
He is back in dewy England — there he treads her 

woods again, 
With the lonely one are parents, sisters, brothers — 

all beside. 
Brought by fevered fancy to him, ere he fainted, ere 

he died. 
Would'st thou thus, or in the battle-field, thy faithful 

hero fell. 
Slain by hand of mortal foeman, or by the Invincible ? 
Maiden, leaning from the window, as tho' watching 

death's decree. 
Here thy body, there thy spirit — maiden, say — ^what 

dost thou see? 

^w ^^ ^M^ ^^ ^^ 

" I see life's struggle no more. 

But I see a fair ocean's waves : 
I see by a lonely shore 

A cluster of tranquil graves. 
I know that in one he lies — 

I know that he died afar, 
And I see hope shine in God's holy skies, 

Like the gleam of the evening star." 





" RETURN/' 

RetuniT-return — June's golden days are ended, 

Her failing breath hath died among the trees. 
Her emeralds have changed into the splendid 

Crimson and gold of autumn's draperies. 
Return — ^return — ^for month by month has faded. 

Weeks flown to days, days gloomed to night apace, 
The sun has glittered, and dim eve has shaded. 

Yet still found desolate thy well-known place. 

Is there no sound to thee in ocean's mourning, 

Nothing save air in all the sad wind sighs. 
No voice in one to urge thy swift returning. 

No warning in the other's weird wild cries? i 
As the blue waves break ceaselessly and bright 

Over the rocks that gird the golden sands ; 
Murmur they not of one who day and night 

Lifts up to heaven for thee her praying hands ! 

Return — for see the summer hours have vanished. 

There are no roses in the woodlands now ; 
The lingering bloom in wreathing brakes are banished. 

The latest dahlia's head is drooping low. 
' Alas, alas — a vacant place is here ; 

Return, ere there be many — one hath gone. 
Shorn off from life, ere it grew grey and sere, 

Snapt — like a lance, ere yet the fight was done. 

Others may fall, as autumn leaves are falling : 
The only record left — the grave and urn ; 



Vain then regret for their unheeded calling, 
Silent the voices that oft prayed " Return/' 

For, oh ! the world holds less of joy than sadness, 
Fleet as the light and shade of sun and doud ; 

Woe follows mirth, and sorrow mates with gladness, 
Tear drops drown smiles,|and sobs on laughter crowd. 

From the fair wreatfh of holy friendship blighted. 

The fading blossoms one by one decay, — 
From the glad circle left by thee united, 

Ere thou returnest more may pass away. 
Oh ! very, very sad it is to ponder 

On changes that from fleeting years may grow. 
And in the quiet church-yard path to wander. 

And mark the graves of those we used to know. 

But sadder still it is to meet so often 

Friend turned to foe — the loving grown estranged. 
The eye gleam cold whose glances erst would soften. 

The lips warm greeting to proud silence changed. 
We have no time on earth for absence. Days 

Fly into years, years in a hurrying band 
Dart where the Valley of Death's shadow grays 

Into the darkness of the unseen land. 

Return — ^return — ere yet another voice 
Be ever stilled from tears of joy or pain; 

Haste thee. Return, while yet thou mayst rejoice 
In a glad welcoming to home again. 



Over the hills white winter speeds apace^ 

Soon will the Christmas fires leap, flash, and bum ; 

Let not their glow fall on thy dear old place, 
Still vacant — still so desolate. Betum. 



MEMORY. 

Still and alone, 

In a dim silent chamber of my heart, 
So secret grown. 

None ever dream 'tis of myself a part : 
There sits a mournful, veiled, and solemn guest. 
Musing, with head down-drooped upon her breast. 

Her loose-clasped hands 

Holding an hour-glass cased in ebony, 
Whose golden sands 

Have all run down, and left to vacancy 
The hollow globe, it gleams within the frame 
Like a great tear wrung from the heart of shame. 

And dreaming eyes. 

Whose far-off look is piteously sad. 
Where, murdered, lies 

Within their depths a time that once was glad; 
Wan, pallid brow, a cheek as white-rose pale, 
Are seen as sighs wave to and fro' the veil. 

Sometimes appears 
At that sad door a radiant form, and fair 



As childhood^s years^ 

With laughing eyes, and flower-entangled hair, 
Saying, while blooming wreaths her fingers weave, 
" Tho' all may leave thee, hope will never leave/' 

Then moumfuUy 

The pale lips breath the silence sternly kept. 
With loud reply, 

" Not vainly all these years have I thus wept, 
Thus mourned, in solitude and secresy ; 
Hope is not mine, but patience yet may be. 

For there is one 

Who Cometh oftener than thee by far, 
When day is gone. 

And when fair evening, jewelled with her star, 
Passes through twilight's blue and silver gate, 
Remorse sits by me then, and says ' Too late.' 

Too late — ^too late. 

It is the groan of nature — land to land, 
And state to state. 

Echo it sadly ever — ^it shall stand 
Immortal — aye, when time is overthrown. 
Only in heaven are those drear words unknown. 

Fret me no more; 

Go join the laughing spirits that I hear 
Flit past my door ; 

Leave me to solitude — I hold it dear — 
Dearer than aught ; what sisterhood have we ? 
Art thou not Hope — am I not Memory ?" 



AUTUMN LEAVES. 

Falling, fallings fallings 

Eddying all around. 
Falling; fallings falling, 

Shuddering down to the ground. 
What, tho' the storm-clouds gather, — 

What, tho' the sunbeams glow. 
Falling, falling, falling. 

In storm and in sun they flow, — 
Flow in a sad, sad tide from the trees. 
Where erst they waved in the summer breeze. 

For life with/ that summer is done. 

They are falling, some withered and old. 
And some like the sinking sun. 

In a glory of scarlet and gold. 
Floating away on the breeze. 

Strewing the ground at our feet. 
Borne afar to the distant seas. 

And crushed in the crowded street; 
O'er the dead in the grave — ^with the birds in 

the air. 
The autumn leaves ore eveiy where. 

Falling, falling, falling. 

Like love, like hope, like life. 
Falling, falling, falling, 

Like the promise of youth once rife. 
With faith and with energy, 

Growii^ strong in the summer day ; 




But when sorrow and age drew nigh, 
Drooped, trembled, and fell away. 

Falling, falling, falling, 
Falling in rain and in sun ; 

As we from the branches of life must part. 
Fall the leaves one by one. 



THE BIRTH-DAY. 
Years ago a babe was born, 

(Oh tiny shell to hold the soul 
That started that September morn 
Lifers race — eternity the goal. 
Many years ago !) 

To-day a woman^s heart reviews 

The bye-gone days, the vanished years. 

And, as the sun absorbs the dews. 
So hope dries all the bitter tears, — 
Falling for days gone by. 

And then again will be a grave ; 

Oh blessed bed, oh mother^s breast. 
Oh freedom to the weary slave I 

Oh solemn, calm, imbroken rest. 

That comes with coming time. 

Long shadows fall upon the grass. 
See — faint afar the early moon ; 

Ah well I To-day will quickly pass. 
Ah well I 'Twill be to^morroxp soon. 

That knows nor shades nor night. 



VENGEANCE. 

Raise the banners that were folded 

After Balaclava^s fight, 
After Inkerman^s great triumph. 

Shake them once more to the light ; 
What, tho^ they are torn and riven, 

They have done their duty well ; 
Honour to them for their tatters. 

Rent by storm of shot and shell. 
Raise the standard, raise the war-cry. 

Thrilling let it be prolonged : 
Forward ! England, to the rescue — 

Forward to avenge the wronged. 

Let the shriek of helpless women — 

Let the slaughtered infant's cry. 
Fire your spirits for the battle — 

Spur you on to victory. 
Never heed the shrilling trumpet — 

Never heed the stirring fife : 
Hear ye but the anguished wailing 

Of the maiden and the wife. 
Slaughtered children, butchered mothers. 

Heed but these, oh England's sons; 
Hear them, see them, — slay the dastards. 

Scatter murder's myrmidons. 

Go in valour and in glory. 
Smite to earth the craven foe. 



Let him -feel a mighty vengeance. 

Mighty wrath in every blow. 
Forward — flash your swords like lightning 

Through the sultry Indian air : 
Ask they mercy ? mete it to them : 

As they spared^ so do you spare. 
Cowards have we now to do with, 

Scarcely worth our time and shot. 
But the deadly wrong theyVe wrought us. 

Never shall it be forgot. 

By our country's martyred daughters. 

By their throes and agonies. 
By our hero-brothers butchered. 

By ten thousand infamies. 
By the torment and the torture. 

By the helpless and oppressed. 
By the babe struck at by murder. 

Slaughtered on its mother's breast. 
By the insult wrought to heaven. 

Were this wickedness prolonged ; 
Forward ! England, to the rescue — 

Forward to avenge the wronged i 



DELHI. 

*' The accursed city has fallen, has fallen. 
Has crashed headlong to the ground." 

Through the long array of the glittering hall. 
Over Arabesque tracery. 



Over purple and gold red shadowings fall. 

An angry crimson flushes o'er all. 
Like the glare of a stormy sky. 

Ominous vapours rise upon the air. 
And through the devoted place 

Death walks his rounds; and every where 
He meets pale terror, and^fierce despair 

Looks out from each traitor face. 
'' The accursed city has fallen^ has fallen. 
Has crashed headlong to the ground/' 

The English standard of victory keeps 
Its own where the dastard reigned. 

And the coward-blood in a torrent sweeps. 
Let loose by the vengeance that slumbers nor 
sleeps. 

Till its justice be attained ; 

We have struck the blow, we have smitten the 
pest. 

We have fought the fight of the free. 
We have slain the slayer, the wronged redrest ; 

"Thank God for the victory. 

" The accursed city has fallen, has fallen. 
Has crashed headlong to the ground/' 



And through England's heart runs a mighty thrill 

Of pride in her true and brave. 
Whose strong right arm is uneonqnered still. 

And dauntless the force of their iron will ; 



^ 



Tho^ marching to death and the grave, 

Ah I little of terror the death-pang brought 

To the heroes who fell afar, 

For their fainting senses in dying caught 

The cry that re-echoed in ranks where tliey^d 
fought — 
" The accursed city has fallen, has fallen. 
Has crashed headlong to the ground/' 



LA SPERANZA. 

Passing through blue bells merrily, 

'Neath the shadowy gloom of the forest tree. 

Where the campion gleamed like a ruby star. 

And the bee and the butterfly fluttered afar. 

Where the pale wild roses enwreathed the bowers, 

And the air was faint with the breath of flowers ; 

Passing through blue bells, blue as thine eyes — 

Blue as the depth of the arching skies ; 

Passing thrdugh blue bells merrily. 

Glad passed that springtime to you, love, and me. 

Gathering roses crimson and white. 

And stately lilies in silver bright. 

And the glowing plants of magnificent June, 

Pale by the moonlight and splendid at noon ; 

Gathering all in the rich parterre. 

Where the sunrays shone on the golden hair; 

Gathering roses — ah 1 memory — 

Glad passed that summer to you, love, and me. 



Passing through autumn leaves, yellow and sere. 
Falling like tears of the desolate year — 
Falling like rain-drops from hope^s fair skies, 
Like the symbols of heart- wrung agonies ; 
Toiling through autumn leaves weary and slow. 
With the roses withered, the spring-flowers low. 
The air all heavy with winter's breath, 
And the wild earth mourning the summer^s death ; 
Toiling through autumn leaves drearily. 
Sad passed that season to you, love, and me. 

Passing through winter snow falling apace, 
Where the silvery frost weaves its delicate lace ; 
Passing the graves of the ice-slaughtered flowers. 
Passing through glooming of tempest-fraught hours. 
Passing through darkness, through storm, wind, 

and rain. 
We pause — ^for the sunshine is coming again, — 
Coming, with snow-drops, the pure and the fair. 
Coming, with bird-music thrilling the air. 
Coming, with spring-time, the glad and the free, 
Coming, with hope too — for you, love, and me ! 



LIGHT AND SHADE. 

A river is sparkling beneath the sun — 
The golden sun of a summer day. 

That gilds each wavelet it falls upon 
With a Danae shower in every ray> 



The wave-lily trembles as Zephyr floats by. 

And the rashes whisper above, 
The willows that bend o'er it tenderly 

Still only murmur of love. 
And the waters in beauty and brightness flow, 
While a corpse lies drowned in the depths below, 

'Tis a glorious morning, light clouds flit o'er 

Blue skies like the angel's wings ; 
And hark ! from yon belfry, old and hoar, 

A clamouring music springs, 
Clanging and pealing the joy-chime swells, 

Mad with a merry glee. 
As the happy sound of the wedding bells 

Rings over hill and lea. 
Alas I but the belfry can echo as well 
To the mournful notes of a funeral knell. 

A harp is touched in a glittering hall 

By a monarch of minstrelsy. 
And its tones bear mirth in their rise and fall. 

Like laughter made melody ; 
And the old grow younger, the young more glad. 

As the magical notes are heard. 
And sorrow itself forgets to be sad. 

And the coldest heart is stirred ; 
Bat that harp, ere the night from the earth hath 

parted. 
Shall give back the wail of the broken-hearted. 
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A rose unfolds her red heart to the Bim, 

A lily^s white glories wave ; 
But there is a worm at the heart of one. 

And the other springs from a grave. 
Look afar at yon glittering light, 

But shun it;— alas I alas ! 
Better the storm of the angry night, 

Than the death of the morass; 
And not less fair looks the gorgeous wreath 
Of tropic flowers for the snake beneath. 

Alas ! for the heart that must bear, like the wave, 

A laughing gladness above. 
While deep, deep drowned in an unseen grave 

Lies the corpse of a perished love. 
Better the heart-strings had never known 

The chords that sounded their doom — 
Better the heart-rose had never blown. 

Than mark the place of a tomb. 
Alas I 'tis a weary toil to wear 
The mask of joy on the brow of care. 

Oh I not with the lightest laugh 

Is the happiest spirit found. 
The lip that the bitterest draught must quaff, 

Oft rings out the gayest sound. 
The bark floats lightest o'er deepest seas. 

And flowers are laid by the dead; 




The mountnig fire can sport with the breeze. 

While death by its might is sped ; 
And naught — save the grave— can hide agony. 
Like a false mirth's light from a laughing eye. 



AUTUMN. 

Winter is coming — ^hark to his tramp — 

Crushing the fallen leaves into the mould : 
The air is heavy, and clinging and damp, 

The last breath of autumn is cruelly cold ; 
The dahlia trembles, it faints, it falls. 
Its gorgeous blossoms, like velvet balls. 
Break heavily down from the stalk and are rolled 
To carpet the earth with red, purple, and gold. 
The salvia blushes an angry red. 
And looks up in scorn from the dreary bed ; 
Or, envious still of the summer skies. 
Weaves a death- wreath in blue of their intense dyes. 
Fainting, shivering, cold, and wet. 
Yet, sweet in its death-throe, the mignonette 
Struggles in vain to upraise her head 
'Mid the fallen ranks of the sweet peas dead, j 
'Mid the dying leaves that fall, that fall. 
From the flower queen's perishing coronal, 
There is a scent of mortality. 
And the clammy dews fall heavily — 
The sweeping mists rise thick in the air. 



As the dying summer lays gasping, where 

In the odour of May and the splendour of June, 

In the star-gemmed night, in the gorgeous noon. 

Rich gifts were brought her of incense and balms, 

To greet the pride of her sunny charms ; 

The flowers that laughed to her radiant eyes 

Have been murdered by autumn's tyrannies. 

November stands like a giant armed, 

And the garden droops, unrobed, uncharmed. 

With lances whose barbs are the icicles. 

He has struck to the ground the lily-bells 

With the driving force of the sleet and snow 

He has laid the leaves of the roses low. 

In the garden, in woodland, there falls a rain 

Of blood-red leaves on the battle plain. 

Where summer meets autumn, and winter flies 

To aid in November's victories. 

« « * « « 

The grey mist sweeps round the hill. 

The rain weeps in passionate floods. 
The winds wail weary and chill 

Through the wild dark shivering woods ; 
The path in the field shines wet. 

Like a snake stretched out in the grass. 
And the branches that gleam like jet 

Shower drops as the shrill blasts pass ; 
For the beautiful summer has fled, has fled. 
And the gorgeous autumn lies cold and dead. 
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INDIFFERENCE. 

Oh I long despaired of^ art thou come at last I 
Bearing the lily bloom ? Tranquillity 

Stilling the raging ocean of the past^ 
Charming to slumber pain and niemory : 

Come> with thy magical omnipotence^ 

Thou foe of stormy love — indifference ! 

Thy tranquil smile, thy soft caressing palm^ 
Smoothing away the fevered fret and strife. 

And pouring blessed oil of perfect calm 
Upon the troubled waters of my life. 

Oh 1 long despaired of, let me hold thee fast : 

We part no more — thou art mine own at last I 

Thou rendest down the veil — I see appear - 
Things as they are, not as I vainly dreamed ; 

I see him as he is — ah ! me — how dear, 
How perfect, long ago to me he seemed : 

Then not the faintest shadow could I see 

'* Between the sun and his nobility." 

Dark eyes so loved — alas ! they hold no soul. 
No power of thought to rule and to direct. 

Lack genius, talent, wisdom to control 

Them both. No precious mine of intellect 

Hides treasure there. Biiud, blind in every sense 

Was I — great oculist — indifference. 

And looking back upon time's mighty tide, 
Where a great wreck sank many years ago. 
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I look and hope some plank may be espied 

Of reason — telling why I loved him so. 
High thonght or gallant deed. Ah me ! ah me ! 
Not one — not one floats on that trackless sea. 

Trembling, love stands apart with drooping face, 
And dull, torn pinions trailing on the ground^ 

Unmasked by bitter scorn and thee. Disgrace, 
Dishonour, taint the blighted air around ; 

For now I know the thing it is I view, 

'Tis the false love — the libel on the true. 

The unmasked traitor there who threw a light 
Of garish splendour over ignorance, 

And with false suns lit up unholy night. 
Without thy aid might yet again entrance. 

So — leave me not. I hope the dread is vain, 

But I would not thus waste my love again. 

Priceless thy gifts to me, I count them o'er 
Fresh light to earth, to heaven a deeper blue ; 

And a more trusting nature ; ne^er before 

Knew I the wealth of friendship warm and true 

I And the many, now that from the one 

The glory falsely veiling him is gone. 

Living, but dead to me, for I have found 

My " precious gold '* to be but ^' worthless dross 

Down, down — ^like Dagon — fallen to the ground 
My idol lies. As gain I count the loss. 

Free — free at last. Come with me ; let us hence. 

I met, I leave him^ with — ^indifference. 
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SUICIDE. 
Away ! 

Past the home door — ^past the old garden gate ; 

On — ^hurry breatldess; there^s no time to wait. 

Fast old familiar spots, past tree and hill, 

Fast tree and field, past houses hushed and still ; 

Pass on— pass on — thy hand is held by fate : 

Pass on — pass on — there is no time to wait — 

Away — away ! 

Away-away !-the wind is shrieking wild. 
The rain beats on thy face, — ^poor outcast child. 
There is not one faint star to shine above. 
There is on earth no spark of human love 
For thee, or pity. It may be death's gate 
May lead to mercy — ^there's no time to wait : 

Away — away ! 

Through the wild fields, the wind and driving rain. 
Pass on, and find the end of care and pain ; 
Brave the sharp air, and face the angry night. 
Drive back the terror, still the mad affiright, 
'Tis but a leap — a plunge — ^the river rolls — 
A safe, calm, peaceful rest for hunted souls. 

Away — away ! 
« « « « « 

" Cease, fearful tempter — lo ! I am thine own ; 
Oh, power of evil, hath thy triumph grown 
Thus strong — thus terrible ? it cannot be. 
My God, my Qoi ! hast Thou forsaken me'' ? 



The quiet river rolls on placidly^ 

The leafless trees are silent in the woods^ 

A light within mj father's room I see. 
And over earth a solemn silence broods. 

Why should unrest and torment be mj fate? 

Ah — courage — quick; there is no time to wait. 

And, yet — that light within my father's room — 
How little dreams he I am kneeling here ; 

Old faces peer around me from the gloom : 

Have I not somewhere read, when death is near. 

Long-vanished years put on their early truth. 

As on a dead face falls the light of youth? 

Old sighing woods — I wonder if next spring 
Will bring them wealth of blue bells like the last. 

Who through their blooms will then be wandering, 
When I am but a sorrow of the past. 

Hark — ^how the morning wind to music swells. 

And seems to echo chimes of sabbath bells. 

Yet, oh ! that light within my father's room ; 

There is no light within Our Father's heaven — 
No star, no moon-ray penetrates the gloom : 

Hush ! 'tis a distant clock, the hour — eleven ! 
One long, long breath, the very last, and then, 
"MayGod have mercy on me — oh! Amen! Amen!" 



LINES. 

Loop back the heavy sweep 

Of the curtain^s massy fold^ 
There is that on her face which is not sleep, — 

It is too solemn — ^too cold. 

Silence the sobs and tears. 

For a parting hour has come, 
A soul is quitting its temple of years — 

A spirit is leaving its home I 

There is something more on the air 

Than the hours that the church clocks toll ; 

Look up to the clouds, for there 
Speeds the flight of a deathless soul. 

Free — feeding fix)m woe and care, 
From earth^s anguish that gnawed so oft ; 

The ruined temple lies shivered there. 
While its tenant is soaring aloft, — 

Aloft, while the golden harps resound. 
And the light that has never waned 

Casts its resplendent glory around. 
And the gates of heaven are gained. 

To Him who is Mighty to save 

Hath the earth-freed spirit fled. 
While mortals who see not beyond the grave. 

Weep for the early dead. 



PRESENTIMENT. 

Oh ! lily, look not so white — 

Oh ! lily, be not so still. 
Shiver a little with the aflFright 

Of the wind streaming over the hill. 
The ominous day-god sinks 

In a glory, alas, blood-red. 
And a crimson is flooding the river brinks 

And the leaves that sway over its bed. 
Oh ! lily, look not so wan, so white. 

Raise up thy head to the coming night. 
Thy blanched flowers are pale as the dead, 

The tears that bathe thee like tear-drops shed 
By the widow newly made. 
Thou art white as the nerveless hands that roam 
To feel the clasp of the loved at home ; 
Close, lily, close thy white bells, they seem 
Faint lips that parch for the rushing stream. 
I turn to the roses red. 

Their scent is rich on the air ; 
Are they dyed in the blood of the murdered, 

That have fallen we know not where ? 
That have fallen we know not where nor how — 
Know only they are not with us now ! 

Sleep, flowers of purity, 
Spotless as thee may each spirit rise, 
Mying in horror from earthly life. 



From the raging din of the battle strife^ 

To the radiant gardens of Paradise. 
Passing from storming of shot and shelly 
And the red flame glaring like gleams of hell — 
Passing from thunder of cannons' roar^ 
To that better land, where oh ! never more 

They know woe, sin or care — 
Passing from war and its flerce alarms, 
From the wrenching death-grip to Jesus' arms, 
And the peace that is ever there. 



THE DEAD SEA. 

Break thou thy dumb spell, oh 1 thou silent sea- 
Speak in low murmurs of thy mystery. 

So goes the tale — there is naught may live 

Near the deadly poison thy waters give. 

That athwart their gloom may never glance 

The fishes silvery radiance ; 

That thy waves drown life in their sullen flow, 

Languidly creeping to and fro'. 

Heavily stirring with weary throbs. 

As the breast of a mourner heaveth with sobs, 

That the black ship of death doth over thee ride, 

And slayeth all daring to brave thy tide — 

Slayeth leviathan — slayeth the frail 

Little nautilus, flitting with fairy-like sail. 

Break thou thy dumb spell, oh ! thou silent 

Speak in low murmurs of thy mystery. 




Perish the sea trees beneath thy wave^ 

Nor float afar with their branches brave^ 

Stretching their strong brown arms^ entwined 

With green sea- weed to the wave and wind, 

Or gracefully bending as waters flow — 

As the white sea-shells to them cluster and grow 

In silver enamel^ as white moss clings 

To the gnarled oak trees — the forest kings. 

Oh ! silent sea, in thy turgid wave 

Doth the passing sea-bird never lave 

Its glancing wing, ere it fleets away 

Through the fields of air in the summer day, 

Till it fades, and fades away jfrom the view. 

Like a silver flake in an ocean blue ? 

Break thou thy dumb spell, oh ! thou silent sea, 

Speak in low murmurs of thy mystery. 

Hast thou no sea-wreaths, red, purple, and green. 
With the scarlet coral flaming between 
The orient gem-pearls of purest dyes. 
Linked with the gold of lost argosies 
That mantle the rocks of the brighter seas 
With a thousand fantastic draperies. 
With a living beauty that breaks and glows 
Into crimson and green like an earthly rose. 
While, deepening, violet veins expand 
Like the delicate trace of a lady^s hand. 
Then, flinging their gorgeous fetters around, 
They wreathe o'er the bed of the ocean-drowned. 
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Are these fair gifts forbidden all to tliee ? 
Break thy dumb spell^ and speak^ oh ! silent sea. 

In thy sluggard waters I seem to hear. 

As they creep to thy shores, unlovely and drear, 

A sullen and angry sound in their roar. 

And an echo that says " Oh never more.^ 

It meets an echo that falters never. 

To battle it with the words " For ever,^ 

" For ever," " For ever,'^ aad " Never more,^ 

Ebb on and flow on the Dead Sea shore. 

As a lifeless corpse in a world of living. 

As a giftless thing in a world of giving, 

That silent sea lieth night and day, 

Waiting the sword that fetrikes earth away. 

Then shall the dumb spell break, oh ! silent sea — 

Then shalt thou give up thy great mystery. 
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THE OAK AND THE WOODBINE. 

A woodbine wreathed round a stately tree. 
And clung to its branches right tenderly ; 
When summer was bright and the world was fair. 
And the glory of flowers poured wealth on the air. 
When the deep blue skies arched over the earth. 
And the birds rang out their triumphant mirth. 
The woodbine crept closer beside the tree. 
And wreathed every bough with its drapery. 
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And the wild bee flew to its scented bloom, 
The butterfly gloried in its perfume; 
But she turned aside from the insect and bee, 
And gave all her beauty unto the tree. 

The winter came, the forest grew dark, 
Hushed were the notes of the soaring lark, 
An angry tyrant reigned over the land. 
And the flowers all perished at his command. 
The oak boughs drooped with a moaning sound, 
And the leaves fell shivering down to the ground. 
And the woodbine blooms they trembled and sighed. 
And along with the delicate leaflets died. 
And the oak tree stood in the winter air. 
But the clasp of the woodbine was faithful there. 
And the darker the day, the wilder the blast. 
She only clung closer, more faithful, more fast; 
And whatever the might of the tempest might be. 
The arms of the woodbine still folded the tree. 

What the sweetness of summer sought vainly to woo. 
What the storms of the winter were powerless to do^ 
What the might of the heavens would never essay. 
To tear from the oak tree the woodbine away. 
Was done in an instant — an axe, and a blow. 
And the glorious crest of the tree lay low ; 
And, torn from her lover, her darling, her pride. 
The gentle sweet woodbine turned pallid and died. 



THE CHRISTMAS TREE. 

Blushing and pallid^ in scented showers^ 
Have fallen the leaves of the rose^ 

And the pale grey light of the dawning hours 
Trembling awake as the dim sky lowers 

Laden with hoarded snows. 

Chill is the wintry morning air, 

And the ghostly e\ening dies 
In a heavy cloud, as though every where 

Were falling the tears of sorrow and care, 
'Mid the breath of despairing sighs. 

And the trees that in emerald beauty oft 

Waved in the sweet June air. 
Now fling their desolate boughs aloft. 

While a weary soughing, moaning and soft. 
Sounds like the sigh of despair. 

Cold, cold, and bleak are the woods, and dark 
The brakes where the woodbines twined. 

Hushed are the notes of the soaring lark. 
And wailing over the hill-side — hark I 

Comes the voice of the wandering wind. 

But there is a tree that the fairer blooms 

When the forest leaflets fall. 
Whose every branch love's power exhumes. 

And affection's fragrant breath perfumes. 
Whose leaves are priceless all. 
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Quiverings shivering, starry showers 
Through the green boughs flicker bright, 

And roses mimic the summer hours, 

And the graceful wreaths of the early flowers 

Glow in the flashing light. 

Aladdin fruits hang clustering there 

In beauty of each degree, ' 

And the presence, holy, sainted, and fair. 
Of the spirit of love floats every where 

Through the boughs of the Christmas Tree. 

And, owning the might of the fay-tree^s spells. 

Rings childhood^s glad heart mirth ; 
And, mark ! through the dim night air out-swells, 

Borne on the sound of the Christmas bells — 
•" Peace — good-will to earth/' 



" UNDER THE TREES." 

New from the beating of a great town's heart, 
And from the iron road's bewildering rush. 

Under the trees I stand, and see depart 
The day's last langour, and the holy hush 

Of coming darkness falling every where. 

As night floats onwards through the dusky air, 

Lo ! even now, she folds the distant hill 

In shadowy arms^ veiled by the floating mist ; 



Under the trees, the murmuring trees, I still 

To whispering leaves and passing breezes list, 
And, tranced in dreamy musing, watch the clouds 
Far through the ether flit in ghostly crowds. 

From the laburnum golden tresses flow. 
And the syringa^s breath faints on the air 

In the dim light the guelder roses glow, 

Like silver lamps, dew-gemmed with pearling rare. 

And tall, pale lilies, mystical and white. 

Stand like the ghosts of flowers raised up by nights 

The rustling sounds of wandering breezes float 
Among the ivy. Through dim air I see 

"White, pink-flushed leaves like many a fairy boat 
Falling in hundreds from the apple tree. 

Silently falling to the dewy grass. 

Where daisies close and into slumber pass. 

The dewy fields are tranquil, the wood-birds 
Are slumbering in the tranced air of night. 

The lazy cattle brood in drowsy herds. 

The hushed wind^s sigh is low. A golden light 

Breaks the blue vault, and tremulous gleams afar 

A diamond on night^s hand — the Evening Star. 

Oh blessed hour that stills the restless heart. 
And lays a slumbrous spell on memory. 

Is it not happiness thus to depart 

From scenes, however glad, and give to thee 

Those solitary musings, which are known 

To God, to thee, and to myself alone? 




THE WOODS— JULY. 

The sun breaks through the fleecy clouds^ their 

fringes golden glow^ 
And softly through the dreamy woods the soented 

breezes blow. 
The clover's luscious fragrance lingers on the sky- 
lark's wing. 
As through the mighty vaults of heaven its song 

is echoing ; 
The cool, keen sound of mowing scythes comes 

from the new-cut hay. 
And its dying breath sighs incense to the long 

bright summer day ; 
Upon the silver gliding stream the lilies float above. 
Like cups of pearl on emeralds, or the Hindoo's 

lamp of love ; 
In the wild dells the roses twine, the woodbine 

decks the brake, 
And the light plumes of feathery ferns a fairy wood- 
land make ; 
The sound of rippling waters comes from the river, 

where 
The dragon fly darts like a flash of radiance through 

the air. 
And in the distance, far away, the monarch of the 

scene — 
The grand Cathedral's old grey towers rise up above 

the green, — 



Bise up above the green^ green trees^ and stand 
against the sky^ 

Pointing the way we pray to go when comes our 
time to die; 

The air is loud with song of bird and hum of wan- 
dering bee, 

And butterflies are fluttering through leafy bush 
and tree. 

Oh ! fair are Durham's waving woods and zephyr- 
haunted bowers, 

And winging gales that catch the breath of glow- 
ing summer flowers. 

And clover-rubied meadows, where the ruffling 
breezes pass. 

Like clouds across the ocean of the daisy-'broidered 
grass; 

Oh ! lovely is the winding Wear — a silver thread 
among 

The heaving, shivering willows as it gently glides 
along. 

And it mirrors many a sweeping bough and many 
an iris gold. 

And bears the trembling shadowings of hoary tow- 
ers of old. 

Dear is the weird wild sighing of the lonely 
woods to me. 

Where through the trees the passing breeze sends 

murmurs like the sea. 



And where the waving branches part see far upon 

the hill. 
Beneath the shadow of the church, the grave-yard 

calm and still ; 
A sea of emerald billows, where asleep within its 

breast, 
And free from wicked troublings, the weary are 

at rest. 



"AULD LANG SYNE." 

Hark to the sea. 

So softly murmuring of the long ago. 
That unto me 

Seemed well nigh dead, but now uprising slow. 
Draws near unto me from the silent land. 
Led on by memory^s enchanted hand* 

Hark to the trees^ 

Low whispering answers to the solemn sound. 
As the faint breeze 

Bends down their pluming* branches to the 
ground — 
^he ground our footsteps used^ right well to know 
In those far golden days of long ago. 

The past may seem 

Dim, and o'er clouded with the pall of years — 
A broken dream — 

A picture veiled in mist and dewed with tears ; 




But it dies never ; ita immortal strength^ 
Though dormant long, asserts itself at length. 

One true, kind face. 

Unseen till now, for many a rolling year, 
Whereon I trace 

No change from that which always made it dear. 
Hath rent the gathering veil of time in twain. 

I live the brightness of my life again,— 

Am in the woods. 

Where bloom the pinky wreaths of eglantine. 
Where azure floods 

Of waving blue bells mingle with the shine 
Of silver gleaming white anemones, 

And frail last violets breathe their latest sighs. 

Or, on'the shore. 

Far jfrom those breezy woods, I seem to roam. 
And list the roar 

Of angry breakers storming into foam ; 
But, in the woods, and by the flashing sea. 

The same dear friend seems wandering mth me. 

Oh memory ! 

For me thou hast much bliss and little pain ; 
Full pleasantly 

My life-barque glides on life's mysterious main : 
Kind hearts, true Mends, and household love and 

care. 
Have made life's picturings seem very fair. 



And^ should the gaze 

Of one whose figure stands erect and clear 
In those far days^ 

As image of a friendship pure and dear ; 
Then be one kindly recollection mine — 
Then be a smile — a sigh for " Auld Lang Syne. 



LINES TO D. J. F. 

Pause yet awhile — 
Fause^ with the free hand thou may'st own no 



more,- 



Fause yet and smile — 

Smile back upon those happy days of yore^ 
Days all too truly void of care and pain^ 
Days all too truly — ne'er to come again ! 

Give not thy heart 

Too eagerly unto the future. Let 
Some pulsing start 

(Tho^ mingled happily) of pure regret, 
Nor, gazing far to that dim future, find 
Thy soul too lost in it to look behind. 

Jealously we 

See one depart whom we have treasured long, 
Nor readily 

Qan gird our spirits to be brave and strong ; 

It is not very selfish — ^is it dear. 

To bid thy parting smile wed with a tear ? 



Never forget 

The long, bright sunny days that we have known. 
The green woods wet 

With summer rain, the scented hawthorn grown. 
In those wild thickets where dark holly shines 
In spiky armour ^mid the eglantines. 

Where, in the sprmg, 

The green leaves cast a flickering dusky shade. 
And quivering, 

Let in bright flames of sun-beams o'er the glade. 
Those lavish, glorious flowers — I need not tell 
Their sparkling loveliness — ^you know it well. 

And sometimes think 

Of the clear sparkling river, and the boys 
Beside its brink. 

Or knee-deep in the water, and the noise 
Of glad young voices ringing loud in glee. 
Up to the clovered bank where, resting, see 
Two sisters musing, think *' Once we^ere three." 

Sometimes recal 

The old Cathedral's dimly-lighted aisle. 
Where rise and fall 

The solemn chaunts along the hallowed pile — 
Those solemn sounds that echoed there of yore. 
That still will echo when our time is o'er. 

Nor quite forget 
The kindly jfriends whose hearts are very sad. 



Whose eyes are wet. 

Though well assured thy future lot is glad. 
But that a precious link is snapt in twain^ 
That naught can clasp that broken link again. 

Not thine the art 

Of subtle, intense science-piercing lore; 
The better part 

Is thine, of " gentleness" — ^far, far before 
That fatal gift of an unbalanced mind. 
Seeking far things — far lights, that glare and blind. 

Looking afar. 

With eyes of a good wife^s pure steadiness, 
Thou'lt see the star 

Shining above thine own fireside to bless 
The sacred star of home's calm precious bliss. 
And, trust me, dear, no star shines clear like this. 

There is no bride. 

Whatever her rank or station, who may leave 
Her father's side. 

Who hath more earnest friends her loss to grieve. 
Than thou hast, dearest Dora, or to pray 
More heartily, " God bless her wedding day.^ 
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MAY-DAY. 

Oh ! beautiful May, thou art with us again — 
Thou hast broken the links of the ice-monarch's chain. 




Thou hast come with a glory of beauty and lights « 
And conquered the powers of darkness and night. 
The woodlands are greening, the leaves are unfurled^ 
And glad rings the voice of the spring through the 

world. 
In a radiant flood pour the sun^s golden beams. 
Gilding the woods with their tremulous gleams ; 
They glitter on brooks that flow murmuring by 
The green of the rushes and water flags high — 
They touch the fair iris, who, stately and brave. 
Stands like the queen of the waters that lave 
The low sweeping branches that fall by the side. 
And list to the murmuring flow of the tide. 

In the nymph-lily^s heart they have found them a 

nest. 
In fragrance and beauty within it they rest. 
And the silvery leaves, with their centre of gold. 
Are as suns with the moon-beams around to enfold. 
The blue-bells are springing in valley and lea. 
The bird's song is ringing in green wood and tree. 
The May flower wakes from its long &ozen rest, 
And the hedge with a white veil of perfume is drest. 
See — chestnuts are shooting their rockets on high. 
Pale, rose-tinted blooms, 'neath their shadowings lie. 
Delicate leaflets are every where seen. 
In a gold-burnished radiance of emerald green. 
The lark in the heavens is singing aloft — 
Hark, afar in the clouds — the notes liquid and soft ; 



The butterflies flit from the bud to the rose^ 
Like shreds of the rainbow, the hyacinth throws 
Rich perfume around her^ the gardens are gay^ 
And nature rings out a glad welcome to May. 
In the river she's mirrored in lovelkiess bright, 
In moon-beam, in sun-beam, in shadow, in light. 
In the meadows she's welcomed, their mantles of 

green. 
As the breeze passes o'er them, shew glancing be- 
tween 
The daisy that closes at evening her shield. 
But who shines in the day as the star of the field ; 
The snows of the winter she changes to bloom. 
That faints on the air in a luscious perfume. 
The last leaf of autumn that died, like the brave. 
In a blood-red death-anguish, she's raised from the 

grave. 
And the crimson that tinted its peiisfaing hours. 
She has given to the rose and the campion flowers. 
The tears of pale April to jewelry turn — 
They glimmer in pearJs on the white lily's um. 
And the violets died sweetly — ^they sighed soft and 

deep. 
And, seeing May coming, fell gently asleep. 
Oh ! beautiful May, thou art with us again — 
Thou hast broken the links of the ice-monarch's chain. 
Thou hast come with a glory of beauty and light. 
Thou hast conquered the power of darkness and night 
Loud echoes the bird's song, the leaves are unfurled. 
And glad rings the voice of the spring through the 
world. 



THE WILD DEAD LEAVES. 

Eddying^ whirling all around, 

Flying over the dusty ground, 

Reeling now in a reckless flight. 

Chasing each other out of sight, 

Sack again with a sudden gust 

Of shrieking wind and a cloud of dust. 

Up in the air with a sudden spring. 

See how they mimic the swallow's wing. 

Whirled in a column, dispersed like a train 

Of startled birds, they are off again ; 

Then with a swoop they flock to the ground. 

In a weird witch dance they circle round. 

This year's leaEet is greening the trees. 

Last year's leaves are away on the breeze. 

This year's leaflet shrinks from the blast. 

This year's leaf is a Uving thing. 

Last year's leaves are the ghosts of spring. 

This year's hopes — ah ! how faint they start, 

Last year's hopes lie dead in the heart ; 

Sut a sigh can stir them, they move with a breath, 

And they dance like the dead leaves — ^a dance of death. 



A DREAM. 

There came a dream. 

One moonlit night she floated o'er the sea. 
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Crowned with the gleam 

Of the bright stars that glittered radiantly 
Upon the arching crest of steel-blue waves, 
And shot gold arrows down to ocean caves. 

Clouds^ silver-tipped, 

Were round her white feets* noiseless spectre glide 
The while she slipped. 

Silent as were the moon-beams, to my side. 
The midnight sea a faint low whisper bore. 
In sweet wave-music breaking on the shore. 

Her fair white hand 

Was strong with magic. She had won from death 
Remembrance. And 

At her light touch the dead owned life and breath ; 
The wintry tree bloomed rich with flowers of May, 
And skylarks soared and sung in cloudless day. 

Lost love was found — 

As in her arms the fay-dream suddenly. 
With elfin bound, 

Passed through the spaces of the night with me. 
Flew to a breezy hillock, where the turf 
Was pink with sea-flowers, diamonded with surf. 

There the hare-bell. 

Nestled amid wild rushes, and the breeze, 
fresh from the swell 

That rolled afar along the flashing seas. 
Rushed o^er the bank, and with a merry shout 
Shook all the bells and rang their music out. 




Then the fay-dream 

Took one dear form and stood beside me there^ 
In the foil gleam 

Of summer morning — oh ! the fresh sea air — 
The golden sands^ the ocean flecked with spray 
The white-winged ships that glided far away ! 

The wild sea-birds^ 

Flying like severed moon-beams in the lights 
The tranquil herds 

Of cattle in the quiet fields — the bright 
Vast skies above^ the balmy air around^ 
The pale wild flowers embroidering the ground. 

Dead long ago^ 

But by the dream-spell raised again to life^ 
And even so^ 

That touch with its own magic essence rife 
Pressed on my hearty and then to me there seemed 
Nor change^ nor falsehood — ah! I dreamed^ I dreamed. 
* m m * * 

Slow over the sea 

A narrow ring of paly gold appeared^ 
And quiveringly 

Broke sparks of light on billows that upreared 
Their purple^ heaving bosoms as the night 
Passed darkly o^er them winging on her flight. 

The gathering clouds 

Owned sullenly the Sovereign Presence near. 




In hurrying crowds, 

6host-like, they fled on gloomy wings. Then dear, 
Up rose the snn — a conqueror in his might, 
For Heaven rang with God^s word — " Let there be 
Ught." 

I was alone ! 

The dream had left: me nothing but my tears ; 
Ah I she had flown. 

And with her fled the life of vanished years. 
Bright in the morning sun the blue sea gleamed— 
It was another day, and I — ^had dreamed ! 



ON THE PRESENTATION, BY THE LADIES 

OF DURHAM, OF A SILVER BUGLE 

TO THE SEVENTH DURHAM RIFLE CORPS, 

May 28th, 1860. 

A little cloud is in the sky, seen dimly from afar. 

It may be that from out it still may shine a peacefiil 
star, — 

It may be that from out it flash the lurid glare of 
strife, 

Whose fatal lightning, aimed by Death, shall strike 
down many a life ; 

But sister-women — aid, defence, have come to still 
our fears — 

See all around our gathering ranks— our Rifle Vo- 
lunteers ! 




All honour to them^ tnie and brave^ who rise at duty's 
caU, 

Of all our loyal patriots they the loyalest of all — 

All honour to them. Never knights of olden time 
borelancej 

Whose spirit rose more gallantly to dare the battle's 
chance; 

Oh I sister-women^ we are safe; small cause have we 
for fears. 

With our soldiers, and our sailors, and our noble vo- 
lunteers. 

In our old town we have a band as gallant and as true 
As any in all England — aye, as brave and loyal too. 
With honest heart, and kindly hand, they greet the 

Mend; but, oh I 
Let those beware who seek to dare their prowess as 

a foe. 
Oh I sister-women, rise in smiles dewed o'er with 

grateful tears, — 
Oh ! England's daughters, rise and greet our Durham 

Volunteers. 

Small tribute ours to those who here are mustering 

to-day. 
Who will when need arise, for us and England dare 

the firay. 
Who hold their Queen, their land, their home, &t 

dearer than their life, — 




WhO; free from stain of sordid gain^ rise thus to front 
the strife. 

Oh ! sister-women^ when our bogle's echoing call they 
hear^ 

May it sound onr thanks*^-oQr honour to each gal- 
lant volunteer. 



THE FIRST SNOWDROP. 

I walked in the desolate garden, 

Where the leaves and the flowers were dead^ 
Whence even the Christmaa roses, 

With the Christmas hours had fled. 

Where the dark boughs of laburnum 

And of dreary lilap trees 
Bore black and shrivelled the pods of flowers 

That had known May's ecstacies. 

The sun gleamed faintly and pale 

Athwart the garden bed. 
And, like blood-drops upon the rose-bush, 

Gleamed berries vividly red. 

I stood in the desolate garden. 

And death seemed every where. 
Till I saw what I thought was a snow-flake, 

That shook in the bitter air. 

> Ah, no ; it was never a snow-flake. 
But a delicate silver bell. 



That rose on that bleak March mommg^ 
To ring out the winter^s knell : 

A silvery bell with a tinging 
Of the greenness of early spring, 

And the East wind pansed^ and wondered, 
At sight of the lovely thing. 

For it was the fairy snow-drop 
He saw in its beauty there, — 

A gem in the desolate garden. 
Like hope from the grave of despair. 



Ah, well ; it is long ago, — 

I can feel as I did no more ; 
But the sight of that frail white snow-drop 

Chafes wounds that were deep and sore. 

And thei-e rises a memory 
Like the odour of faded flowers, — 

Of house-walls wreathed with roses 
Li the long bright sunny hoiirs. 

And skies of the coming spring. 
When the heavenly stars shone bright, 

And the home-stars from the casement 
Oleamed with a genial light. 

When I knew but the bliss of living — 
When I felt not one sting of pain. 



Nor had heard that knell of the hopeful 
" No longer — oh, never again." 

The snow-drop bell is ringing 

For springs sun, flowers, and rain ; 

But my snow-drops have long been withered- 
They will never see spring again. 



" CONDEMNED TO DEATH. 



)) 



He turned away from the crowded court, 

From the sea of faces there, 
From the dock where for days he had fiercely fought 

The battle of hope and despair. 

And a wail rose up with horror rife. 

As his hideous fate was read ; 
And he stood with the throbbing pulse of life. 

Bearing the doom of the dead. 

His brain reeled round, in his ears there rang 

A roar as the roar of the sea, 
Beating with terrible, horrible clang 

On the rocks of eternity. 

They led him away from the crowd that he 

Will never behold again. 
Till he 9ees it from under the gallows tree 

In that last dread hour of pain. 



Through the prison passages on he goes — 

Still on he goes in a dream, 
Till he hears the doors of his dungeon close. 

And he startles up with a scream, — 

A shriek that leaves him all staring awake — 

Staring aghast at the door, — 
The door that he struggles in vain to shake 

Ere he sinks in a heap on the floor. 

A shriek that has dried up the stream of his voice. 

For he gasps for his speech in vain. 
And his strained ears crack, for a fearful noise 

Rings through his tortured brain. 

A horrible frenzy is thrilling his soul 

As he lies on the dungeon ground^ 
In hideous concert dread mutterings roll 

A ghastly and horrible sound. 

He tears at the stones and he 'bates his breath. 

He stares, but can nothing see, 
But he hears a voice — " 'Tis a fearfiil death — 

The death of the gallows tree.'^ 

When the choking cord encircles the throat. 

Like the coil of a deadly snake, 
And the hungry fiends on their black wings float 

The soul from the corpse to take. 



When the stinging blood flies hot to the head, 
And the nerves and muscles strain, 

And the writhing body is tortured, 
For breath — ^breathed never again. 

When the dangling feet would fain alight. 
Though on blazing coals they fell. 

When heaven and earth whirl out of sight, 
And naught seems left but hell. 

And the dead man^s face uprising there 

With the death-dews frosted o^er, 
A terrible herald of fierce despair, 
« For ever and ever more. 



Oh, the sudden fall and the rending crash. 

And the moment insensible. 
Perchance to awake to the glaring flash 

Of the thousand fires of hell. 

Woe, woe be unto the wretch who lies 

Under the dread deeree 
To die in the shameful agonies 

Of that dark '* upas tree/' 

And day and night, and night and day. 
The same wild words were sung. 

As he watched the sands of his life away 
With the hours that the church clock rang. 



Each hour that struck a pulse from that life^ 

As its heavy clangour rose^ 
And the days passed on in a raging strife 

Of fear against repose. 

Of deadly fear and of apathy 

On every side he turned — 

The one a cold and an icy sea^ i 

The other a lake that burned. 

i 
The prayers were said, and the Bible read, j 

Almost unheard by him ; 

Though the lamp of his life was almost dead, 

And its light was faint and dim. 

By the few short hours for repentance left 

There arose a length of years — 
Of Godless years, that his soul bereft 

Of all save maddening fears. 

The horrid ocean seemed flowing around 

Of blood that his hand had shed. 
Drowning all else save the awful sound — 

" Revenge — revenge — ^for the dead \" 



The death-beU tolled out solemnly 
He saw the crowd again — 

He saw it in shade of the gallows tree- 
In the last dread hour of pain. 



The words of mercy small hope could give^ 
Still wailed from his lips the cry — 

" Gt)d ! had I been given more time to live, 
" I would have been fitter to die/' 



•X- 



Is this a death for a man, or a right 

Or a reverent sacrifice 
To Him who hath said, ^* I have no delight 

In the death that the sinner dies?'' 

In the lonely cell, where the only change 
Is the coming of mom and night. 

And years roll by in their unmarked range. 
And the hair grows thin and white. 

There hath God no vengeance to fiU the hours 

Of the lonely impenitent ? 
Hath His red right hand lost its mighty powers 

Of Justice with Meecy blent ? 

When after thus a life is past 

Alone in a crowded land. 
The sinner, a penitent at last. 

With the angel of death shall stand. 

Then — ^then, it may be that he receives 

Calmly his life's decay : 
His Saviour's merits he then believes 

Can wipe every sin away. 




But not viih the hoiror of death before. 
And a late irrooght crime behind. 

Can pardon and peace shed comfort o'er 
The storm of a tortored mind. 



BOYHOOD. 

Oh — ^time when the heart and frame are rife 
With the gladness of joyous youth, — 

When fair aud bright glow the fields of life 
In the sunshine of hope and truth. 

Ah — deceit and sorrow, and woe and crime, 
(The tricks of the knave and the fool). 

Were all unknown in the happy time 
When I waa a boy at school. 

The troubles, the sorrows — ^how light they were ! 

Soon drowned in a torrent of glee ; 
Half-forgotten the joy, but remembered some care. 

From its yery rarity. 

The quiet river flows along, 

Peacefiilly, tranquilly ; 
Murmuring ever — a whispering song — 

A song of the distant sea. 

Whispering to the green rashes the sound 

To the water-lily's bells. 
That shall steal like a sigh and shall echo around 

The lips of the ocean shells. 



Qxiietly steals the fair river away— 

Away to its destined home, 
Mid the tremulous willows its waters stray, 

Then blend in the wild sea-foam. 

Yes, the river is flowing apace, apace. 

That erst on its bosom bore 
Our fleeting skiffs in a school-boy race. 

And flashed to the dripping oar. 

But another river is flowing on 

Silently to the sea. 
Whose noiseless billows break ever upon 

The shore of eternity. 

Yes, the river of time is flowing for me. 
But its waters can never destroy 

The fairest spot in my memory — 
When I was a happy boy. 



ANGRY WORDS. 

Oh — ^there are stabs that wound more cruelly 
Than the sharp stroke of steel or venomed lance — 

Arrows there are, whose poisoned shaft can be 

Followed by such a weight of agony 

That even time can scarce the suffering trance. 

Swift — ^fierce — and bitter strike those cruel swords; 

Oh, pray against them ! Speak not angry words. 






While fighting in the weary battle field 

Of this hard world, man^s stern unbending soul, 
In self-defence upraises arm and shield. 
And struggling in the warfare, he will wield 

All angry weapons he has at control. 
Then as for desperate strife his loins he girds. 
His angry lips too oft speak bitter words. 

But, oh — if in that struggle and that toil 

They sound so terrible when Man has spoken — 
Spoken while smarting under cross and foil. 
Driving him back ere yet he grasps the spoil, 

Or grasping, finds it worthless, ruined, broken. 
How fcarfiil is it when we hear them flung 
In a defiling stream from woman's tongue? 

From lips that Grod hath made to teach the prayer 
To sinless childhood, and to press the kiss 

Upon its stainless forehead — angel fair; 

At early dawn, and through the evening air. 
To whisper soft of heavenly mysteries. 

Alas ! that angry words should ever come 

To woman's lips, and desecrate love's home. 

Such words are deathless. Long within the grave ; 

The lips that spoke them may have mouldered : 
Silenced the angry voices bitter rave, 
O'er the still brow the moaning wind may wave 

The church-yard grasses o'er the silent dead ; 



Yet the ramvor's heart will often know 
The sting of words^ forgiven long ago. 

But when the dreamless sleep has come to one^ 
Whom we have wounded thus, in cruelty. 

Back roll the thunders of the angry tone ; 

Then will the " still small voice '' speak urgently 
To the remorseful heart when all alone, 

Save with the passing hours the night-chimes ring, 

The words return in ghostly visiting. 

Oh keep &om angry words. Set thou a guard 
Upon the portal of thy Hps for ever; 

Be vigilant. Keep keenly watch and ward. 

Thou hast an enemy, whose fierce regard 
Is fixed upon thee, and who slumbers never. 

Pray — strive — oh never from thy lips be heard 

Even the whisper of an angry word. 



HUGO GOLZANO. 

(tRANSLATBD from the ITALIAN.) 

He lay upon his death-»bed — that &ther grey add ddj 
The heavy curtains fell around in many a massy fold ; 
Parched, parched, w^re his wan buxnij^lipsyliisheavj^ 

eyes were dim, , 
And the Destroying AiigCk stood with npraiaed hand 

by him; 
Those glazing eyes, half-elosed to earth, half-openM 

to the sight 



Of eternity, tliat glimmered half in darkness, half in 

light. 
And backwards, forwards, ever rocked, upon a weary 



sea. 



That soul, without an anchor, in its last extremity. 
Oh ceaseless, ceaseless, hour by hour that tortured 

soul was driven 
To seek, in memory of the past, some key to open 

heaven: — 
Some blessed talisman to hold within his dying hand 
Some peace-gifb to the Majesty that rules the spirit 

land; 
For he had been a stem hard mauj in flush of life 

and health. 
Proud of his own unswerving will, a worshipper of 

wealth. 
With justice, prudence, rigor, he had passed upon 

his way. 
But mercy, gentleness, and love, he never knew their 

sway. 
He called his children to him*— ah me, what misery; 
While he lay dying there, to see those childrens^ eyes 

so dry. 
He had fed them, he had clothed them, since their 

first faint pulses stirred. 
But had never cheered their loving hearts with kindly 

look or word* 
A fkther's love, a father's kiss, a fiather's loving heed^ 
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Oh^ in the priceless gifts of these^ they all were poor 

indeed I 
Faintly he spoke^ " Oh children^ hark ; these words^ 

my very la|t : 
There is no shadow on my hearth that poverty can 

cast; 
With anxious brow and weary brain^ unheeding check 

or foil, 
I heaped up wealth — oh children, you wiU never have 

to toil. 
I ask return — a memory of love a father gave— 
Return me but a word — a kiss — to nerve me for the 

grave. 
Give me a tear. Your eyes are dry — (my God ! and 

can it be. 
That I am on my death-bed, and they do not care to 

see?) 
Betum to me some gentleness, some touch of parent's 

love. 
Or I dare not— oh I dare not — meet the Father there 

above.'' 
****** 

They spoke to him of duty done, as a just man and 

true. 
No gleam of light their soothing words upon that 

dark hour threw ; 
They spoke to him of duty done — ^white grew the 

faint lips then : 



'' God help me — I lired not for Him^r-I only lived 

for men 1 
My mind is wearing feeble. Death has entered at 

the door, 
^Tia very dark. How short life seems. Now all is 

nearly o'er. 
Alas 1 alas ! how near he draws; lo, by the bed he 

stands. 
And he leads your motiier-— children, see — by one of 

her pale hands ; 
Bring gold to gild those horrid wings— to blunt that 

dreadful dart ; 
Too late — ^too late. I feel it now ; it strikes me to. 

the heart. 
Be calm, my children, you can give me back nor looki 

nor word; 
God pardon me ! How can you speak what you have 

never heard?'* 
Dimmer the wan eyes grew, the face turned to an: 

ashen grey ; 
Fast the Destroying Angel drew the trembling soul 

away. 
But his childrens' sobs were breaking forth, that 

dying voice had done , 

More than it ever did in life for daughter and for so% 
For it unlocked their pent-up hearts, for it unchained 

their love. 
And there floated, silver-winged, around calm peace's 

holy dove ; 




Mixed -with the death-devs on his br&w fell tears of 

deep regret. 

With the baptism of filial tears his lifeless brow was 

wet! 
•X- * * -x- * * 

Woe, woe, unto the parent ; oh ! unutterable woe. 

Who only on his death-bed a child^s tenderness ahall 
know — 

Who only, when the lamp burns faint, and life is 
nearly done. 

Learns his most sacred duty unto daughter and to 
son. 

Woe, woe, to him whose childrens^ hearts have throb- 
bed with naught but fear. 

Until the stem cold parent lay a corpse upon the bier. 



THE STORM. 

All day the lurid clouds had darkly lowered, — 
All day the heavy air had languid crept 

Among the forest leaves, whose drooping heads 
Scarce raised them from the trance wherein they 
slept. 

Quiet the woodlands rested in a calm, 
A heavy sleep like that which falls upon 

The fevered spirit ere delirium^s storm 

Sweeps o^er the ruined shrine of reason gone. 

Lo 1 as I ii^atched the canopy that veiled 
The face of heaven, ail-suddenly there started 



Blue — dazzling keen — a viyid lightning flashy 
That one electric moment darkness parted. 

It was the match held to the awful ranks 
Of heaven's artillery^ whose thunder pealed 

O'er earth, resonant with tremendous crash. 
As, shaken to her centre, nature reeled. 

Quick flew the fiery arrows through the air. 

Straight, lance-like fell the rain in hissing showers. 

The startled leaves clung trembling each to each. 
While, weeping on the earth, the frightened flowers 

Lay, heavy-burdened with the rolling drops. 

The birds were twittering restlessly and low. 
And, fringing the dense clouds, a crimson line 

Edged the horizon with an angry glow. 

The flashing lightning — sword of the Most High, 
Struck, shivered, ruined, ere it sheathed again; 

Ah ! it was terrible, though gleaming through 
The prayed-for blessing of the falling rain. 

Earth ^^ shook and trembled'' as in days of old. 
As then '^fire seemed to run along the ground" 

And the triumphant awful thunder pealed 

Like the first notes of the dread trumpet's sound. 

There came a hushing murmur through the trees— ^ 
A voice of birds, that swelled into their song, 

A breezy air — a cool, sweet grassy scen^-« 
A joyous whispering the leaves among. 
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Slowly the donds were upwards drawn^ tlie rain 

In a most gentle weeping died away; 
And lo ! a radiant bridge slid down &om heaven. 

And linked earth's fields with those of endless day. 



THE VOLUNTEER'S FUNERAL. 

Heavy and dull 

The voice of death knells on the morning air, 
And sorrowful 

Is every drooping face assembled there. 
For one, erst foremost, heartiest in the rank. 
Has past away — ^has left his place— a blank 1 

Softly and low 

They speak with voices hushed and bowed down 
head. 
While gathering slow, 

A mighty crowd does honour to the dead ; 
Rich, poor, high, low, are equal mourners there. 
While still the tongue of death knells on the air. 

Slow, very slow. 

With measured step, on tramping to his home. 
His comrades go. 

And halt in solemn line till it shall come; 
Wet eyes are watching it alas ! alas ! 
Borne o'er the threshold he no more may pass. 

Lay cap and belt. 
And sheathed sword upon the coffin lid ; 




As woe keisn felt 

Breaks forth in angoisli that may not be hid^ 
That mighty multitude shrinks not to own 
Its heartfelt grief for such a spirit flown. 

Aye, through the street — 

The crowded street, your sacred burden bear. 
Scant times ye meet 

Such sorrow, mourners, as ye witness there; 
Those tears that flow from hundred streaming eyes, 
Bainbow-like arch his flight unto the skies. 

Pass on — ^pass on — 

Oh ! soldier brothers, as the Dead March rolls. 
For he has gone, 

Even to the rest Christ keepeth for the souls 
Of those, who, like Him in humility. 

Went about doing good" in secresy. 
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The poor rise up. 

And call him blessed in his early rest ; 
His young life's cup 

Full soon was drained. God knows it is the best ; 
This grief that speaks with weeping eyes and dim. 
Is selfish all, we cannot mourn for him« 

True friend — ^high heart — 

Oh very still and placid restest thou. 

The better part 

Of this life's mystery thou knowest now. 



And who-r-^remembering all 4;h7; t^ 

Would — ^if he coald-T-re(?al thee back. ta^earth? 

Net I — ^farewBll ! 

One grave is fiHed^ but emptj^many a heaxt; 
Ceased is the knell^ 

And silently the awe-struck x^rowds depart. 
The sword will smite us all' one day — a^d then 
'' May ouif last end be like to his^-^Amen 1 
•X- * * -ae */ * 

Lay down the pen — ^thb task is done^ 

The saddest task of all ; 
The glory fadeth ISfcwn the sun, 

Nighf s holy shadows fall. 

Lay down the lyrer— the task is done^ 
And hushed each quivering chord; . 

His golden harp gleams in the sun 
Of the glory of the Lord. 



1 
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LINES ON A LETTER RECEIVED PROM 
CHARLES DICKENS, ESQ., 

CONTAINING THE QUOTATION FROM TH£ CHAISTMAS 
CAEOL — " AND SO/' AS TINY TIM OBSERVED, 



'^ GOD BLESS US EVERT ONE; 

'' Gk)d bless us every one/' 
God hath blest thee, wonderful 
Word-painter of the beautiful — 
God hath blest thee well — 
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Blest tliee with the power of probing 
Htiman nature-— of unrobing 
Hideous falsehood^ wrong and ruth^ 
Laughter, sorrow, lying, truth, — 

Ood hath blest thee, and the boon 
Thou repayest night and mom ; 
Tears in many a princely palace 
Flow from thine o'er brimming chalice ; 
Pallid lips in homes of sadness. 
Wreathed by thee to happy gladness. 
Laugh — ^as fire-light flashing bright — 
Darts defiance to the night. 
Where the floating ice-bergs bring 
Each a throne for winter's king, — 
Where the burning south-cross flames. 
And tropic flowers write angel names 
Upon the gorgeous 'broidered earth : 
In all thou'rt known ; thy pathos — mirth, 
Bipple from here o'er seas afar. 
And from thy name there shines a star. 
Whose light trails like an angel's hair 
Upon the Future's waters, where 
Methinks the souls of such as thee 
Must float on passion flowers to see 
How their apostle-words have wrought 
Their power on human heart and thought ; 
Oh I king and monarch of the seas. 
Of the heart's trackless mysteries. 



With thee I pray the artless hymn^ 
And kiss the paper " Tiny Tim/' 
With his own hand has written on-^ 
" And may Gtod bless ns every one.*' 



RETKOSPECTION. 

The city's heart beats slow and dull at nighty 
The dying embers sink within the bars^ 

The flickering lamps bum tremulously bright 
Along the streets. Above, the gleaming stars 

Look down in pity on the restless strife. 

The war, the toil, the sweat, the woe of life« 

Come to me, memory, and bring with thee 
The precious ointment of the eastern sage. 

And touch my eye-lids — even that I may see 
My youth again, and slip the chains of age ; 

Let me see once again, love, trust, and hope^ 

And buried visions through thy stereoscope. 

What slide comes first ? It is a summer scene^ 
And summer sunlight pours down radiant floods. 

The trees are dainty in their emerald sheen. 
Wild rings the bird-song, thrilling through the 
woods. 

Mingled with children's voices echoing wild, 

And I am there — ^I, as I wa&^a child. 

With dustering wreaths of wild anemones^ 
And glowing campions^ and the aiure twines 



Of the blue^hyaointhfi— the last yeajr^s skies 

Seem to havedropped their stars^ the celandiaes 
Are so reftdg^t^ and thepritQiK)fie pale 
Dies^ in delicious langonr^ faint and frail. 

All gone — all past^^the fire bums dimly red. 
And I am quite alone : come^ let me see 

More -of the magic : she — the child^ is dead, 
But thou hast other scenes, oh ! memory. 

I would look back to gitlhood^s days, and find 

What was the heart, the bias of the mind. 

Wild and confused — ^a passionate stormy soul — 
Longing for love and kindness above all; 

With impulses impatient of control. 
Formed to uproar, or deeply — darkly fall 

With clouds o'er shadowed, and by tempests driyto 

By spirit-lightning struck, and gashed and riven. 

The scenes are changing very rapidly. 

Yet through them all there runs that fatal cord. 

The faltering mind, that takes more readily 
The views of others, than its own accord ; 

And memory^s shore is strewn with wrecks alone, 

Wrecks of ^more lives alas I than of my own. 

No more — I know the present; yet I fain, 
Oh memory, would call a fearful aid. 

To follow the revealings. Ne'er again 
Can 'come the days that thou thine own hast 
made; 



But oh for one brief moment to displace 
The veil that hides the future's awful face. 

Even tho* like Zelica, when first she saw 
The prophet-monster^ I might faint and fall 3 

So I had seen — ^now all is doubt and awe — 
Clouds — darkness — darkness to be felt o'er all. 

I read^ and think, and struggle to believe 

The future's shroud sweet mercy's fingers weave. 

Yet I would see it — oh ! I fain would see ; 

Vain wish, vain brooding — up 1 awake — arise. 
Leave the enchanted land of memory. 

Low in the grate the last dull ember dies. 
Waves of the past roll backward on the shore : 
My heart shall fioat on thy sad breast no more 1 



" SPARED." 

" Spare her, great Lord," 

Spare her ; Thou know'st what she has been to me : 
Sheathe the dread sword — 

Spare me this last most fearful agony. 
Hear me, oh God : Thou who the widow's child 
Raised'st long ago — spare me this anguish wild. 

The prayer was heard j 

Death's angel pressed the child's heart quietly. 
Without a word : 

The young lips kissed dread Azrael silently, 



The wakening morn between night's curtains stared^ 
The mother's prayer was heard — ^her child was spared. 

Still and at rest — 

At rest from earthly care and worldly strife^ 
Her mother's breast 

Ne'er gave so calm a resting-place in life, 
As that pure bed^ where peacefully and mild 
Death shed a glory round the fair dead child. 

Prom danger spared — 

Danger of restless heart and anxious care, 
From sin that glared 

On man since first his breath mixed with the air ; 
From wrestling with vain hopes — with truer fears^ 
From heartless laughter and from bitter tears. 

Mother ! thy hands 

Uplift in thankfulness ; thou hast one fled 
To better lands ; 

We all do wrong to mourn the early dead. 
Look on the sweet calm brow, where sin has dared 
To set no brand ; and own '^ my child is spared." 



THE ROOT. 

You called it " a sullen and worthless thing," 
I call it " the cherished child of spring." 
You are smiling to see the anxious care 
I from the woodlands bleak and bare 



Cany this poor brown humble root^ 
As though it w^e richest in flowers and firuit. 

Wait! 

Wait^ till the summer is blithe and gay^ 
And bridal wreaths are woven for May ; 
Wait, till the clover perfiimes the grass, 
And young leaves tremble as breezes pass — 
Till the lark springs up through a golden rain 
Of sunbeams and trills — earth has life again. 

Wait ! 



* 



* 



While wandering slow 

Through scenes so changed firom those well known 
of old. 
There comes a glow 

That fills your heart with feelings strange — ^untold ; 
And musingly you rest upon the grass. 
While from old trees long shadows come and pass. 

Musing — not sad. 

But haply dreaming o'er old memories 
Of times so glad. 

That even the present scarcely with them vies. 
Of dear familiar faces passed away. 
Of winter's mirth, of summer's languid day. 

Of woods fern-plumed. 

With oak dense-guarded — childhood's merry days 
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Bright san illumed^ 

Youth's glory thus throughout the dreary haze 
Of thoughts like these^ you startle up to see 
What power has thus inyoked your memory. 

Can plant so small^ 

With pale green leaves and tiny rose-bells decked^ 
Such thoughts recal — 

Have power to force the heart and intellect 
Into the depths of time's mysterious main^ 
And bid you live the buried past again ? 

Aye, even so — 

The " ugly root " has bloomed into a power 
That ne'er may know 

The stately lily, or the fairest flower, 
For that poor plant has stronger, firmer ties 
Than all — ^the link of olden memories. 

■x- * * * -x- * 

So, listen to my prophecy. 

Anon your de&rest care will be 

The little plant whose bells can ring 

Such fairy chimes in early spring ; 

No flower will bloom, no tree bear fruit. 

So precious as — ^' my ugl^ root !^ 



\9> 
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